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Dedication 


Deerfield-Shields  owes  its  high  place  upon  the  scroll  of 
honor  to  Mr.  Rothacher,  more  than  to  any  other  single 
person.  It  is  therefore  to  this  man,  who  has  done  so  much 
for  the  school,  and  for  the  members  of  the  graduating  class, 
that  we  affectionately  dedicate  the  1921  “Deerfield”. 

The  Coach 

The  coach,  the  coach,  the  loyal  coach, 

The  king  of  coaches — Rothacher. 

We  hail  his  name,  we  love  his  game; 

Long  may  he  live  and  prosper. 

John  T.  Beatty,  ’19 
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The  Deerfield  Board 


David  E.  Wheeler 
Alice  C.  Swanton 
George  B.  Geraghty  . 
G.  Sutton  Laing 
Gwendolyn  E.  Parry 
Frank  E.  Parcells 
Elsie  Baker 
Margaret  A.  Burridge 
Harold  Jaeger 
Alice  Winston 
Elizabeth  Jaeger 
Mr.  Schneider 


Editor-in-Chief 
Assistant  Editor 
.  Business  Manager 
Assistant  Manager 
Literary  Editor 
Picture  Editor 
Art  Editor 
Joke  Editor 
Junior  Representative 
Sophomore  Representative 
Freshman  Representative 
.  Faculty  Counselor 


Foreword 


Retrospective  life  is  a  vision  whose  artist  is  Memory.  The  lights  and  shadows 
playing  about  this  vision  are  cast  by  the  fleeting  years  of  maturity  and  late  experi¬ 
ence,  and  beautify  or  distort  the  scenes,  in  conformity  with  the  individual  lives  of 
persons  now  directing  their  gaze  toward  the  distant  past. 

“  Look  not  mournfully  into  the  past ,  it  is  gone: 

Wisely  improve  the  present ,  it  is  thine: 

Go  forth  to  meet  the  shadowy  future 
Without  a  fear  and  with  a  manly  heart.^ 

In  accordance  with  this  noble  ideal,  a  record  of  the  events  which  are  tinted  by 
the  rainbow  fancies  of  Youth  has  been  made,  that  it  may  be  an  Exultant  Deerfield 
of  the  period  of  existence  when  Time  and  Circumstance  had  not  yet  broken  the 
golden  bubbles  of  youthful  hopes. 


Appreciation 

If  this  Annual  excels  in  any  degree  those  of  former 
classes,  one  of  the  greatest  factors  has  been  the  invaluable 
aid  of  Mr.  Robert  W.  Schneider.  So  it  is  to  him  that  the 
Deerfield  Board,  and  the  entire  Class,  take  this  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  expressing  publicly  a  small  share  of  the  appre¬ 
ciation  of  his  work  for  the  Deerfield  of  1921. 
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Fitzsimmons,  Miss  Slattery,  Miss  Hessler. 


The  School 


BOARD  OF  EDUCATION 
Ira  J.  Geer,  President 

Wm.  M.  Reay  Frank  W.  Read 

Anson  C.  Morgan  Cyrus  H.  Adams,  Jr. 

Peter  C.  Wolcott,  Secretary 

FACULTY 

Richard  L.  Sandwick  .........  Principal 

Leland  Stanford  University,  University  of  Chicago. 

Benjamin  H.  Ball  ..........  Science 

Allegheny  College,  Northwestern  University,  University  of  Chicago. 

Harry  E.  Bolle  ........  Woodwork ,  Forge 

The  Stout  Institute. 

Wendell  S.  Brooks  ........  History ,  Latin 

Yale. 

Margaret  Byrn  ........  Physical  Training 

New  Haven  Normal  School  of  Gymnastics. 

Ann  Chester  ...........  English 

University  of  Illinois. 

Genevieve  Dennison  .........  English 

Elmira  College. 

Margaret  Fitzsimmons  ........  Stenography 

W  isconsin  State  Normal  School;  Gregg  School. 

Arthur  R.  Fraser  ..........  Music 

Kalamazoo  College;  Northwestern  University. 

Emada  Griswold  ..........  French 

University  of  Chicago;  Alliance  Francaise,  Paris. 

Elsie  Hessler  .........  Domestic  Science 

Columbia  University. 


Dorothy  Hinman  ........  Latin ,  Mathematics 

University  of  Chicago;  Chicago  Normal  School. 


Ferris  C.  Jackson  ....... 

LaCrosse  Normal  School 

Physical  Training 

Viola  C.  Lewis  ........ 

University  of  Kentucky;  University  of  Chicago. 

English ,  History 

Wade  McNutt  ........ 

Science 

Eastern  Illinois  State  Normal  School;  University  of  Chicag 

o. 

Margaret  Mills  ........ 

Beloit  College. 

M  athematics 

Florence  Morgan  .  .  .  .  . 

Rockford  College;  University  of  Chicago. 

Mathematics 

WlLHELMINA  MuNSON  ....... 

Western  College. 

Commercial 

1 1 


James  C.  Mutch  ....... 

Science,  Mathematics 

Ripon  College. 

Dr.  Samuel  H.  Newhall  ..... 

Latin 

Vice-Principal;  Harvard  University. 

E.  Louise  Noyes  ...... 

English 

Northwestern  University;  University  of  Chicago 

Harry  G.  Pertz  ....... 

Drafting 

Purdue  University;  Armour  Institute. 

Mary  C.  Rhodus  ...... 

Modern  Languages 

University  of  Chicago. 

John  L.  Rothacher  ...... 

Physical  Training,  Athletics 

Fremont  Normal  School;  Springfield  College. 

Robert  W.  Schneider  ..... 

Industrial  Arts 

Stout  Institute;  Armour  Institute;  Coyne  School  of  Engineering. 

Ella  Slattery  ....... 

English,  Public  Speaking 

Syracuse  University. 

Percy  W.  Slocum  ...... 

History 

University  of  Wisconsin. 

Grace  Spence  ....... 

Domestic  Science 

The  Stout  Institute. 

George  G.  Taylor  ...... 

Mathematics 

University  of  Illinois;  University  of  Wisconsin. 

Lucile  A.  Wood  ....... 

Art 

Chicago  School  of  Applied  and  Normal  Arts. 

Frank  J.  Zipoy  ....... 

Commercial  Branches 

University  of  North  Dakota. 

AIadalene  Ryder  .  ..... 

.  Secretary 

St.  Clara  College. 

Rachel  Baldwin  ....... 

.  Librarian 

Smith  College;  Pratt  Institute  Library  School. 

Alice  Mae  Pertz  ...... 

Bookkeeper 

Antoinette  Falley  ...... 

School  Nurse 

ENGINEERS 

Joseph  H.  Morse  ...... 

Chief 

David  Carlson  ....... 

Assistant 

Warren  H.  Morse  ...... 

Assistant 

JANITORS 

Adolph  Larson  ...... 

Head  Janitor 

George  Nichols  ....... 

.  Assistant 

Raymond  McVay  ....... 

.  Assistant 

Edward  Nelson  ....... 

.  Assistant 

Nellie  Nichols  ....... 

Assistant 

Glen  Larson  ....... 

Assistant 

LUNCH  ROOM  FORCE 

Mrs.  Schubnell  ....... 

.  In  charge 

Mrs.  McVay  ....... 

Assistant 

Mrs.  Crowley  ....... 

Assistant 

Mrs.  Schepp  ....... 
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Class  Officers 


Frank  E.  Parcells,  Jr. 
Wallace  McIlwain 
Gwendolyn  E.  Parry 
George  B.  Geraghty 


President 


Vice-President 


Secretary 

Treasurer 


Colors 

Blue  and  Gold 


Motto 


Labor  omnia  vincit. 


Yell 


One — nine — two — one 
One — nine — two — one 
One — nine — two — one 
Twenty-one — twenty  one 
Twenty  one  Yea. 


CLASS  POEM 


Short  years  behind,  but  longer  years  ahead. 

Child  days  are  gone,  careworn  our  lives  will  be. 
The  best  is  past,  although  the  best  may  come, 

Our  lot  is  cast,  no  choice  for  you,  for  me. 

We’ve  owned  the  earth,  the  earth  will  own  us  now. 
We’ve  reaped  reward,  the  price  we’ll  pay  is  dear, 
One  life  is  o’er,  a  new  life  now  will  start. 

Fair  days  are  past,  our  future’s  dim  and  drear. 

But  we  must  live,  eternity’s  our  end 

Though  much  we’ve  gained,  we  cannot  gain  it  all 

We’  ve  just  begun,  our  life  work  bids  us  rise, 

So  on  we  go,  responding  to  the  call. 


John  A.  Winters  ’21 


Ruth  Daglena  Allen 
“Rufus” 

Good  to  look  at,  a  basketball  star,  an  asset  to 
the  Glee  Club,  and  a  member  of  almost  every¬ 
thing, — that’s  Ruth.  She  is  an  all-round  Deer- 
field-Shielder,  and  we’re  proud  of  Per. 

Basketball^ ’^8,  y2i,  (Captain,  ’20, 

’21);  Track ,  itf -’-zi;  Military  Drill,  T8,  ’19; 
Camera  Club,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’20,  ’21;  Spanish 
Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Glee  Club,  ’21;  French  Club,  ’17, 
’18;  Blue  and  White,  ’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21; 
“Minerva  Goodly”  in  Senior  Play,  ’21;  “Hen¬ 
rietta”  in  “Suppressed  Desires”,  ’21;  Garrick 
Club,  ’20,  ’21,  (President,  ’20,  ’21.) 

Margaret  A.  Arnswald 
“Marge” 

Here  is  our  tomboy.  She  loves  to  play  and 
have  a  good  time.  As  for  basketball,  what 
would  we  do  without  our  peppy  forward  to  shoot 
baskets?  She  sings,  too;  in  fact,  she  is  one  of 
Mr.  Fraser’s  standbys  in  the  Glee  Club. 

Basketball,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’20; 
Track,  ’20,  ’21;  Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’20, 

’  21 ;  Garrick  Club,  ’21 ;  Military  Drill,  ’19;  Base¬ 
ball,  ’19,  ’20;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Blue  and  White 
Club,  ’21;  Glee  Club,  ’21. 

F.lsie  Baker 
“Else” 

Elsie  is  that  quiet  little  senior  who  can  always 
be  seen  hustling  around  about  the  art  room. 
And  she  certainly  can  draw!  One  of  the  greatest 
aids  in  putting  out  this  book  has  been  her  nimble 
fingers.  If  you  don’t  know  her  you  certainly 
are  missing  something,  for  a  better,  truer  friend 
could  not  be  found. 

Basketball,  ’18;  Track,  ’20,  ’21 ;  Garrick  Club, 
’20,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  Blue  and  White, 
’21;  Councilor,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  French  Club,  ’18; 
Spanish  Club,  ’19,  ’20;  Girls’  Glee  Club,  ’21; 
Annual  Board,  Art  Editor,  ’21;  “Helma”, 
Senior  Play,  ’21. 

Blanche  Belle  Bollinger 
“B” 

Oh!  how  she  can  dance!  You  allvnust  know 
our  beautiful  “B\”.  ASlw  is  very  papular  with 
the  boys  because  they  know,tha|  tftkgo  out  with 
her  is  to  have  IXvondvrfuljdiirt. 

BaskwbalkyHS,  r\a,  ’ Baseball,  ’19; 
Milltaj'tWnll,  T«;  d’auffcilorlVig,  ’20;  Camera 
’  Frencm(?mb,  ’iSj'tllue  and  White 
CluVfi;  St*  ;iat  Grdmmittee,  ’20;  Booster  Club, 
’21;  Girls’  Lktl^letic  Association,  ’20;  Secretary 
Senior  SessVQn,  ’21;  Class  Secretary  and  Treas¬ 
urer,  ’19.  \ 

Salome  Tekla  Branji 

Salome  is  black  haired  and  pvacious.  She  has 
a  cheerful  “hello”  for  '^ve^yone  she  nje^ts,  and 
no  one  has  ever  s£&n  her  angry.  She’s  mighty 
good  in  Englishfljy,  and  as  for  piano  playing — ■ 
sheMiasln’t  a  rival. 

’19,  ’£1,  (Treasurer,  ’19);  Mili- 
tar^J^ll,  ’18,  ’19;  Chorus,  ’17,  ’18,  ’21;  Orches¬ 
tra,  21;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Girls’  Athletic  As¬ 
sociation,  ’21;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21; 
Councilor,  ’21;  “Mrs.  Goodly”  in  Senior  Play, 

’  T 


Margaret  Agnes  Burridge 
“Marge” 

Good  nature  you  will  find  personified  in 
“Marge”.  She  certainly  will  be  missed  by  all 
Deerfield  next  year,  for  her  jokes  and  clever 
remarks  have  been  one  of  the  greatest  aids  in 
the  passing  away  of  time. 

Military  Drill,  ’17,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Spanish  Club, 
’19,  ’20;  Garrick  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’20; 
Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’21; 
Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’20,  ’21;  Glee  Club, 
’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21;  Annual  Board,  Joke 
Editor,  ’21. 

Clarence  William  Alexander  Carlson 
“Doc” 

The  boy  who  aspires  to  be  a  preacher.  Every¬ 
body  kids  him  and  everybody  gets  away  with  it, 
but  just  the  same  he  is  a  mighty  good  fellow 
and  may  be  a  friend  in  time  of  need. 

Band,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  ’18;  Blue  and 
.White  Club,  ’21,  (Chairman,  ’21).  Entered  in 
senior  year  from  Augustana  Academy. 

John  A.  Cole 

“Cole”  “Johnny”  “Jack” 

“Johnny”  has  one  of  the  best  natured  smiles 
ever  seen.  Most  of  his  time  is  spent  in  the  shop 
where  he  and  Mr.  Schneider  have  become  greatly 
attached  to- one  another.  He  is  as  true  a  sport 
as  you  will  ever  find.  His  basketball,  to  which 
he  gives  his  whole  soul,  is  excellent.  You  will 
never  find  a  truer  or  better  friend  than  Johnny, 
and  if  you  don’t  know  him,  begin  now. 

Baseball,  ’18,  ’19;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21; 
Camera  Club,  ’21;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21; 
Garrick  Club,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  T8,  ’19; 
Samurai,  ’20,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21; 
Class  Basketball,  ’18,  ’21,  (Championship  Team, 
'21);  Class  Football,  T8,  ’19;  Class  Baseball,  ’21. 

Irving  F.  Conrad  . 

“Con”  “Irv”  “Carrie” 

“Irv”  we  think  is  one  of  the  hardest  workers 
in  the  senior  class.  He  does  things  quietly,  but 
he  does  them,  and  that  is  more  than  can  be 
said  for  a  lot  of  us.  He  is  also  a  hard  worker  in 
football,  and  demonstrated  his  ability  to  pilot  - 
the  track  team  through  a  successful'  ^e^son. 
He  is  quite  good-looking,  "and, — kafrfY — they 
say  he  hold's  the  key^_tot>dv%ral  hearts. 

Entered  from  Marne  Township  High  School, 
Desplain.es,  TIT.,  ’20;  Samurai,  2 1 ;  Councilor, 
’21;  Spanish  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Blue  and  White 
Club,  ’21;  Football,  ’19,  ’20;  “Fuller”  in  Senior 
Play,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Manager  Track 
Team,  ’21. 

Nathalia  Louise  Edstrand 
“Nats” 

Here’s  to  “Nats,”  the  heroine  of  the  Senior 
Play.  She  made  a  good  one,  too,  for  she  can  act 
as  well  as  look  pretty.  Besides  her  dramatic 
career  she  has  come  through  with  scholarship 
honors,  and  is  the  pride  of  her  teachers. 

Military  Drill,  ’17,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Garrick  Club, 
’20,  ’21;  Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’19,  ’2c; 
Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’21; 
Booster  Club,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21; 
Samurai,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Social  Committee,  ’20,  ’21 ; 
“Cicely”  in  Senior  Play,  ’21;  President  Senior 
Session,  ’20. 
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Virginia  Easton 
“Ginger” 

Did  you  ever  see  a  “trig”  problem  that  could 
feaze  her?  We  never  have,  and  we  have  seen 
some  stiff  ones.  She  is  also  a  shark  in  Chemistry 
and  English,  and  is  one  of  those  few  seniors 
who  have  a  remarkably  high  average  in  their 
studies. 

Garrick  Club,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’20,  ’21; 

Samurai,  '18,  ’20;  Military  Drill,  '18. 


Cassius  Baldwin  Easton 
“C.  B.” 

Cassius  is  that  peppy  little  senior  who  stirs 
things  up  in  the  halls  and  in  the  senior  locker 
room.  He  hails  from  Deerfield,  and  we  have 
heard  that  he  helps  to  shorten  the  daily  journey 
to  and  from  school.  The  girls  seem  to  think 
him  bashful,  but — 

Samurai,  T8,  ’19,  ’20;  Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19; 
Camera  Club,  ’19,  ’20;  Blue  and  White  Club, 
’21;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Band,  ’18. 


Elsie  M.  Gieser 
“Els”  “El” 

Did  you  ever  eat  anything  that  Elsie  had 
cooked?  If  you  haven’t  you  have  missed  one  of 
the  treats  of  life.  She  is  very  quiet  and  demure 
but  is  always  ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  a 
friend  in  need. 

Military  Drill,  ’19;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Girls’ 
Athletic  Association,  ’21;  Blue  and  White  Club, 


George  Blaze  Geraghty 
“Micky”  “Mick”  “Geraghty” 
Although  everyone  seems  to  think  that 
“Mick”  is  to  be  a  traffic  cop  on  the  corner  of 
State  and  Madison,  yet  we  are  pretty  sure  that 
something  much  better  is  in  store  for  him.  His 
wonderful  business  ability  has  certainly  shone 
brightly  during  his  four  years  of  high  school. 

Business  Manager  of  the  “Deerfield”,  ’21; 
Class  Treasurer,  ’21;  Class  Vice-President,  ’19; 
Football  Manager,  ’19,  ’20;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’21; 
Councilor,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Samurai,  ’  1 8,  ’19,  ’20; 
Camera  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  French  Club,  ’18,  ’19; 
Garrick  Club,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  ’19;  Junior 
Representative,  Annual,  ’20;  Junior  Prom  Com¬ 
mittee,  ’20;  Social  Committee,  ’19,  ’20;  Chair¬ 
man  Senior  Ring  Committee,  ’21. 


George  Glader 
“Porky”  “Fat” 

“Porky”  is  everybody’s  friend.  A  good 
mixer,  known  to  every  Deerfielder;  an  athlete, 
known  to  the  world.  He  gives  all  he  has  for 
Deerfield  in  football  and  basketball.  What 
more  can  any  one  do? 

Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’20; 
Basketball,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Football,  ’19,  ’20; 
Councilor,  ’21;  Baseball,  ’18;  Corporal  Mili¬ 
tary  Drill,  ’18,  ’19. 


Lois  Goff 
“Loey” 

Blonde  hair  and  green  eves!  That’s  Lois! 
It’s  quite  a  combination  ^jut  we  ttiink  you’ll 
like  it.  Lois  didn’t  join/Dur  merry  band  until 
last  year,  but  we’re  glad  she  came  ^t  all.  She 
is  iust  naturally  bright  T*h£re  studies  are  con¬ 
cerned,  and  §he  can  smile,  too. 

French  Club,  ’iq,  ’20;  Garrick  Club,  ’19,  ’20, 
Blue  and  White. CluH  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’19, 
’20;  Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’20;  Social  Com¬ 
mittee,  ’2*  ;  Booster  Club,  ’21. 


Helen  Gray 
“Helly”  “Hellie” 

You  know  Helen  of  course.  She’s  the  petite 
personage  who  talks  and  talks,  but  who  laughs 
even  more.  She’s  only  been  with  us  one  year, 
but  everyone  knows  her  and  likes  her  beaucoup. 
Let  us  add  she  studies  hard. 

Garrick  Club,  ’21;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21; 
Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’21. 


James  Harding 

If  anyone  ever  wants  any  music  they  always 
get  “Jimmie”.  He  certainly  can  make  the  piano 
talk.  Although  his  high  school  course  has  been 
rather  interrupted,  we  have  all  come  to  know 
and  like  him. 

Football,  ’20;  Glee  Club,  ’17,  ’18;  Chorus, 
’17,  ’18;  Spanish  Club,  ’17,  ’18;  Military  Drill, 
’17,  ’18. 


Robert  Murray  Hood 

“Bob”  is  that  cheerful,  athletic,  young  man 
that  you  see  on  the  car  every  morning.  He  is 
one  of  the  “all  star”  members  of  the  senior 
class.  Besides  being  one  of  our  best  swimmers 
and  basketball  players,  he  is  prominent  in  Gar¬ 
rick  and  Mandolin  Clubs.  There  is  a  rumor — 
but  s-s-sh — it  has  something  to  do  with  bobbed 
hair. 

Class  Secretary,  ’20;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21; 
Spanish  Club,  ’21;  Class  Social  Committee,  ’19, 
’20,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21,  (Secretary, 
’21);  Garrick  Club,  ’20,  ’21,  (Secretary,  ’21); 
Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  Blue  and  W  hite,  ’21; 
Swimming,  ’21;  Mandolin  Club,  ’19,  ’20;  Glee 
Club,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  French  Club,  ’20; 
Prom.  Committee,  ’20;  Track,  ’20. 


Grace  I 
“Gracious’ 

Grace,  we  have  heard, /does* not  like  the  boys. 
We  wonder  why.  She  is,a ‘noisy  little  chatter¬ 
box,  and  things  certainly  hum  when  she  is 
around.  You  wi|J  find  in  her  a  friend  who  is 
always  faithful  'to  a  trust. 

Garrick  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Basketball,  ’18;  Blue 
and  White,  \2i;  Senior  Play,  “Alvina”,  ’21; 
Spanish  Club,\’i9,  ’20;  Councilor,  ’21;  Military 
Drill,  ’17,  ’18;  i'irst  Aid,  ’17,  '18;  Girls’  Athletic 
Association,  ’20,  ’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21;  Camera 
Club,  ’21. 
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Blanch  Lillian  Jacobs 
“Jackie”  “Mickie” 

What  would  the  senior  lunch  table  do  without 
Blanche?  She  is  always  ready  to  laugh  at  Mr. 
Pertz’s  jokes.  Although  she  has  just  joined  us, 
we  are  glad  she  came  because  we  have  found  a 
good  friend  in  Blanche. 

Entered  from  Kentland  High  School,  ’20; 
Basketball,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Track, 
’21;  Military  Drill,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’21;  Booster, 
’21;  Swimming,  ’21;  Baseball,  ’20,  ’21;  Blue 
and  White  Club,  ’21. 


Charles  R.  Johnston 
“Chuck” 

Brains  certainly  speak,  and  “Chuck”  cer¬ 
tainly  possesses  them.  Think  of  going  through 
high  school  in  two  and  one-half  years!  Also  he 
is  one  of  our  most  faithful  athletes.  If  you 
ever  want  to  see  a  display  of  pure  nerve,  just 
watch  “Charlie”  run  the  mile. 

Samurai,  ’20;  Spanish  Club,  19,  ’20;  Military 
Drill,  ’19;  Football,  ’19,  ’20;  Inter-class  Foot¬ 
ball,  ’20;  Garrick  Club,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’21; 
Blue  and  White,  ’21;  Track,  ’21;  Class  Basket¬ 
ball  and  Relay,  ’21. 


Robert  J.  Karsten 

Robert  is  a  quiet,  unaggressive  senior,  who 
wishes  only  to  be  left  alone.  He  does,  however, 
stand  a  great  deal  of  jollying,  and  we  can 
truthfully  say  that  he  is  one  of  our  best  natured 
friends. 

French  Club,  ’19,  ’20. 


Edna  Mary  Kelley 
“Eddie” 

“Eddie”  isn’t  very  tall,  but  she  has  lots  of 
“pep”,  and  she  is  a  mighty  good  sport.  Did 
you  ever  see  her  play  basketball?  If  you  have, 
you  will  admit  that  even  though  handicapped, 
she  playes  as  snappy  a  game  as  many  of  the  boys. 

Basketball,  ’17,  ’21;  Baseball,  ’18,  ’19;  Mili¬ 
tary  Drill,  ’19;  Councilor,  ’19,  ’20;  Spanish 
Club,  ’19,  ’20;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Mandolin 
Club,  ’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21; 
Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’20;  Treasurer, 
Senior  Session,  ’21. 


Henry  Keough 

You  would  know  by  the  way  he  talks  that 
Henry  is  a  very  careful  thinker.  He  is  one  of 
Miss  Dennison’s  best  English  students,  and  a 
prominent  member  of  the  physics  and  Latin 
classes. 

Attended  Freshmen  and  Senior  years;  Mili¬ 
tary  Drill,  ’17,  ’18;  Orchestra,  ’20,  ’21;  Blue  and 
White  Club,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’21;  Wireless  Club, 
’21;  Salutatorian,  ’21. 


18 


George  Sutton  Laing 
“Sut”- 

Caruso  would  better  look  to  his  laurels  when 
“Sut”  gets  started  on  his  operatic  career.  He 
surely  has  been  the  life  and  soul  of  the  Boys’ 
Glee  Club  for  the  past  few  years.  Besides  his 
voice  he  is  noted  for  his  business  ability,  his 
good  looks,  and  his  athletics.  You  should  see 
him  swim! 

Basketball,  ’ 1 8,  ’19,  ’20;  Track,  ’18.  ’19,  ’20; 
Swimming,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’20;  Glee  Club,  ’18, 
’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Orchestra,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Band,  ’18, 
’19;  Garrick  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Annual  Board, 
Assistant  Business  Manager,  ’21;  Chairman, 
Social  Committee,  ’21;  Senior  Ring  Committee, 
’21;  Samurai,  ’18,  ’19;  Spanish  Club,  ’20;  Blue 
and  White  Club,  ’21;  Prom  Committee,  ’20. 

Thelma  McDonald 
“Thel” 

Did  you  ever  hear  Thelma  play  a  piano? 
If  you  have  you  will  certainly  agree  that  she 
is  good.  She  is  also  an  important  member  of 
the  English  class;  one  who  studies  and  tries  hard. 

Spanish  Club,  ’21;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21; 
Camera  Club,  ’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21;  Garrick 
Club.  T8,  ’19. 

Donald  A.  McDonald 
“Mac” 

All  branches  of  athletics  will  miss  “Mac” 
next  year.  He  has  been  one  of  the  steadiest 
and  hardest  working  members  of  our  teams, — 
football,  basketball,  and  track.  It  is  said  he 
has  never  broken  training!?!  He  is  a  jolly  per¬ 
son  and  although  perhaps  a  little  bashful  on 
first  acquaintance,  when  you  get  to  know  him 
you  will  find  him  a  regular  fellow. 

Football,  T8,  ’19,  ’20;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21; 
Spanish  Club,  ’20,  ’21,  (President,  ’21);  Samurai, 
’19,  ’20;  Blue  and  W’hite  Club,  ’21;  Military 
Drill,  ’18;  “Holder”  in  Senior  Play,  ’21;  Gar¬ 
rick  Club,  ’18;  Track,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;. Camera 
Club,  ’21. 

W’allace  McIlwain 
“  Wallie”  “Mac” 

Everyone  knows  “Wallie”,  freshmen  in¬ 
cluded.  We  are  proud  of  him,  in  football, 
basketball  and  track.  He  comes  home  with 
medals  and  cups  galore,  from  all  the  big  meets, 
but  for  all  of  it  he  is  tre’s  modest.  We  have 
always  thought  him  extremely  bashful,  but  a 
little  bird  has  whispered  to  the  contrary  of  late. 
W  e  wonder — 

Football,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’20, 
’21,  (Captain,  ’21);  Track,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21, 
(Captain,  ’21);  Deutscher  Klub,  ’18;  Spanish 
Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Councilor,  T8,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21, 
(Chief,  ’21);  Class  President,  ’19,  Vice-President, 
’20,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’19,  ’20;  Military  Drill,  ’18, 
’19;  Samurai  Committee,  ’19;  Chairman  Ways 
and  Means  Committee,  ’21. 

Edward  T.  AIiller 
“Ed” 

We  think  that  some  day  “Ed”  will  be  a 
great  industrial  worker.  He  surely  is  learning 
his  chosen  profession  from  the  ground  up,  fer 
he  spends  almost  all  of  his  time  in  the  shop. 
An  earnest  and  sincere  worker;  a  friend  to  prize. 

French  Club,  ’18,  ’19;  Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19; 
Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21. 
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Karl  S.  Moras 

Karl  spends  most  of  his  time  in  speeding 
back  and  forth  between  Lake  Bluff  and  High¬ 
land  Park,  in  that  Salient  Six.  Rumor  has  it 
that  something  besides  the  good  roads  (?)  draws 
him  northward.  He  is  a  very  prominent  mem¬ 
ber  in  both  the  history  and  English  classes, 
and  greatly  helps  to  pass  away  our  time  in 
both  of  these  centers  of  education. 

Military  Drill,  ’ x 8,  ’19;  Garrick  Club,  ’19,  ’20, 
’21;  Spanish  Club,  ’19,  ’20;  Samurai,  ’19;  Blue 
and  White  Club,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’20,  ’21; 
Wireless  Club,  ’21;  Basketball,  ’19,  ’21. 

David  Allen  Munro 
“Mon”  “Dave” 

“Dave”  we  have  heard  is  a  physics  shark. 
He  is  also  greatly  interested  in  wireless  and  has 
been  one  of  the  strongest  advocates  of  a  Radio 
Club.  He  is  a  true  and  faithful  friend  when  once 
you  make  his  acquaintance. 

Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  French  Club,  ’20,  ’21; 
Samurai,  ’19;  Blue  and  W  hite  Club,  ’21;  Wire¬ 
less  Club,  ’20,  ’21,  (President,  ’20,  Vice-Presi¬ 
dent,  ’21). 

Virginia  Newcomb 

She  is  a  shark  in  English,  and  knows  a  lot 
about  public  speaking.  Virgil  seems  to  be  her 
specialty,  but  then,  she  is  able  to  specialize  in 
anything.  Such  people  as  Virginia  keep  the 
scholastic  record  of  Deerfield  higher  than  the 
highest. 

Councilor,  ’20;  French  Club,  ’19.  ’20;  Blue 
and  White  Club,  ’21;  Entered  from  Ferry  Hall, 
’19. 

Frank  Ellis  Purcells 
“Whity”  “Diz” 

Meet  the  president  of  the  senior  class!  Here 
we  have  with  us  one  of  the  most  promising  of 
applicants  to  the  hall  of  fame!  And  why?  Be¬ 
cause  he  is  an  athlete,  a  real  athlete.  Look  at 
his  record !  And  say,  a  more  friendly,  democratic 
chap  you’ll  never  meet. 

Football,  ’17,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20,  (Captain,  ’20); 
Basketball,  ’18,  ’20,  ’21;  Baseball,  ’19;  Track, 
’18,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Class  President,  ’18,  ’20,  ’21; 
Garrick  Club,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’18, 
’19,  ’20;  Spanish  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Prom.  Com¬ 
mittee,  ’20;  Councilor,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Blue  and 
White,  ’21;  “Ebenezer  Goodly”  in  Senior  Play, 
’21;  Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  Ways  and  Means 
Committee,  ’21;  Senior  Ring  Committee,  ’21; 
Annual  Board,  Picture  Editor,  ’21. 

Gwendolyn  Elizabeth  Parry 
“Gwen” 

We  don’t  know  what  would  have  become  of 
the  class  of  ’21  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  “Gwen”. 
On  first  meeting  her  she  seems  a  rather  shy, 
quiet  little  body,  but  no,  no,  she  is  a  lively, 
prominent  senior. 

Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  Basketball,  ’20,  ’21; 
Garrick  Club,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21,  (Treasurer,  ’21); 
Girls’  Athletic  Association,  ’20,  ’21,  (Treasurer, 
’21);  Class  Secretary,  ’21;  Councilor,  ’19,  ’20; 
French  Club,  ’20,  ’21 ;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21 ; 
W’ays  and  Means  Committee,  ’21;  Literary 
Editor,  Annual  Board,  ’21;  “Marjorie  Goodly”, 
Senior  Play,  ’21;  “Mabel”  in  “Suppressed  De¬ 
sires”,  ’21;  “The  Case  of  Saphronia,”  ’19; 
Chairman  of  Social  Committee,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21; 
Senior  Ring  Committee,  ’21;  Junior  Prom  Com¬ 
mittee,  ’20;  Samurai,  ’19,  ’20;  Commencement 
Announcement  Committee,  ’21;  Camera  Club, 
’20,  ’21. 
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Grace  Elizabeth  Robbins 
“Bob”  “Hi” 

We  are  not  very  well  acquainted  with  Grace. 
You  see  she  has  spent  just  one  semester  with  us. 
Even  in  that  short  space,  however,  we  have 
discovered  that  she  gets  good  marks  and  shines 
in  athletics. 

Glee  Club,  ’21;  Camera  .Club,  ’i  1;  Garrick 
Club,  ’21;  Booster  Fryttb'-Club,  ’21; 

Blue  and  Whjj?£  “Club, 

Robert  W.  Rogers 
“Bob”  “Doc”  “Jiggs” 

A  better  companion  than  “Jiggs”  you  could 
never  hope  to  find,  for  when  he  once  takes  a 
fancy  to  you,  he  will  stick  to  you  through  thick 
and  thin.  He  is  a  football  and  track  man; 
plays  the  game  for  all  he  is  worth,  and  runs 
the  half  mile  at  breakneck  speed. 

Football,  ’19,  ’20;  Track,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Coun¬ 
cilor,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Spanish  Club,  ’21;  “Bishop 
Goodly”,  Senior  Play,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  ’19, 
(Winner  Drill  Medal,  ’19;)  Samurai,  ’19,  ’20; 
Swimming,  ’21;  “Garcon”,  French  Play,  ’19; 
Entered  from  Flarvard  High  School,  Chicago, 
’i9- 

Samuel  E.  Rundquist 
“Swede”  “Diz” 

Do  you  know  “Sam”?  He  is  that  good  look¬ 
ing  fellow,  with  the  beautiful  neatly-combed 
hair.  He  is  also  noted  for  his  ties  and  socks. 
“Sam”  has  worked  hard  in  football  and  in  track. 
Although  they  get  little  credit,  yet  it  is  these 
second  team  men,  like  “Sam”,  that  make  it 
possible  for  others  to  win  great  glory. 

Football,  ’19,  ’20;  Track,  ’21;  Glee  Club,  ’19, 
’20,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’21; 
Camera  Club,  ’21;  Blue  and  White,  ’21;  Mili¬ 
tary  Drill,  ’17,  ’18;  “Ralph”  in  “Fan  and  Two 
Candlesticks”,  ’21. 

Alice  Catherine  Swanton 
“Ally”  “Al” 

A  quiet  senior,  never  noisy,  never  boisterous, 
but  one  who  greatly  helped  to  make  the  class 
of  ’21  a  success.  It  is  these  quiet  ones  who  are 
always  doing  the  big  things.  By  the  way,  she 
certainly  can  tickle  the  ivory  keys. 

Councilor,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’21; 
Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21;  Baseball,  ’19,  ’21; 
Military  Drill,  ’19;  First  Aid,  ’17,  ’18;  Track, 
’20,  ’21;  Basketball,  ’20,  ’21;  Annual  Board, 
Assistant  Editor,  ’21;  French  Club,  ’20,  ’21; 
Booster  Club,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20. 

Byron  Schaffer 
“By” 

It  takes  nerve  to  go  before  an  assembly  of 
people,  on  any  mission  whatsoever.  Nerve 
“By”  surely  possesses,  for  he  can  do  anything 
from  leading  cheers  to  the  giving  of  a  dramatic 
reading.  He  is  one  of  the  most  popular  and 
prominent  members  of  his  class,  and  the  school 
will  be  sure  to  miss  him  next  year. 

Glee  Club,  ’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’21,  (Vice- 
President,  ’21);  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Basketball, 
’19;  Cheer  Leader,  ’21;  Spanish  Club,  ’19,  ’20; 
Class  Basketball,  ’21,  (Championship  Team, 
’21);  Band,  J 1 8, ’  1 9,  ’20;  Reading  “Mr.  Travers’ 
First  Hunt”,  ’20;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21: 
“Hugh”  in  “Fan  and  Two  Candlesticks”,  ’21. 
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Mary  Ellen  Sweeney 
“Mary” 

Mary’s  big  Irish  heart  seems  to  be  overflow¬ 
ing  with  good  nature  and  good  will.  She  has  a 
smile  for  everybody,  and  would  do  anything  for 
anybody.  That  is  saying  a  good  deal,  but  it 
has  been  proven. 

Basketball,  T8,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Track.  ’19,  ’20, 
’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’19,  ’20;  Military  Drill,  ’17, 
’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Baseball,  ’19,  ’21;  Girls’  Athletic 
Association,  ’20,  ’21;  Blue  and  White  Club,  '21; 
Camera  Club,  ’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21;  First  Aid, 
’17,  ’18;  Samurai,  ’19,  ’20;  Councilor,  ’19. 


William  H.  Stupple 

W  illiam  is  one  of  those  quiet  seniors,  and  is 
preparing  himself  for  big  things  in  the  business 
world.  He  has  not,  as  yet,  found  his  “stride”, 
but  when  he  dees  we  predict  that  he  will  make 
things  hum. 

French  Club,  ’19;  Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19; 
Blue  and  W  hite  Club,  ’21. 


Harold  van  Steenderen 
“Van” 

You  all  know  “Van”.  He  towers  above  us 
like  the  superior  being  that  he  is.  We  certainly 
hope  that  he  has  passed  those  terrible  exams 
for  Annapolis.  One  of  the  best  friends  you  could 
possibly  have. 

French  Club,  '18,  ’19,  ’20;  Spanish  Club,  ’21; 
Camera  Club,  ’20,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  ’17,  ’18, 

’  19;  Boys’  Glee  Club,  ’21 ;  Blue  and  White  Club. 
’21;  Track,  ’20,  ’21;  Class  Basketball,  ’19,  ’20, 
’21,  (Championship  Team,  ’21). 


Vernon  Victorine 
“Vic” 

“Vic”  is  certainly  a  jolly  fellow,  and  when  he 
gets  started  he  is  extremely  comical.  He  is 
good  looking,  too;  if  you  don’t  believe  it, — 
why,  ask  any  of  the  girls. 

Band,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Blue 
and  W’hite  Club,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’21. 


Mary  Elizabeth  Vipond 
Elizabeth  is  a  tall  slender  Senior  with  quiet 
manners,  almost  too  quiet,  because  we  haven’t 
known  her  as  well  as'  we  might  have  otherwise. 

Military  Drill,  ’17,  ’18;  French  Club,  ’19,  ’20, 
’21;  Basketball,  ’19;  Garrick  Club,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20, 
’21;  Booster  Club,  ’21;  Girls’  Athletic  Assoc¬ 
iation,  ’20. 


Sidney  C.  Wadsworth 
“Sid” 

If  anybody  ever  wants  anything  done  and 
done  well,  they  always  give  it  to  “  Sid  Every¬ 
body’s  friend,  and  a  boy  as  full  of  pep  and  action 
as  anyone  you  ever  knew. 

Military  Drill,  ’17,  ’18,  ’19;  French  Club,  ’20, 
’21;  Basketball,  ’20,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’20,  ’21; 
Baseball,  ’19;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21;  “Big- 
bee”  in  Senior  Play,  ’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’20,  ’21; 
Social  Committee,  ’21. 

George  J.  Weber 
“Ty”  “Titanic”  “Weber” 

“Ty”  plays  football,  and  when  he  hits  that 
line, — well,  the  line  knows  it  has  been  hit.  He 
only  weighs  about  three  hundred  pounds,  and 
three  hundred  pounds  of  fight  and  force  means 
something.  “Ty”,  since  the  football  season, 
has  become  a  leading  member  of  the  Camel 
Club. 

Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21;  Military  Drill, 
18,  ’19;  Shmurai,  ’20,  ’21;  Track,  ’19;  Football, 
’19,  ’20;  Camera  Club,  ’21. 

David  Eastwood  Wheeler 
“Dave” 

“Dave”  has  only  been  with  us  two  years. 
We  did  not  know  him  very  well  the  first  year 
except  for  the  rumors  that  leaked  out  about  his 
being  an  “E”  student.  This  year  he  was 
chosen  Valedictorian,  and  has  also  accomplished 
much  in  leading  the  Annual  Board  along  its 
troublesome  path. 

Entered  from  Battle  Creek  H.  S.,  ’20;  Session 
Banker,  ’21;  Camera  Club,  ’21;  Samurai,  ’20, 
’21 ;  Garrick  Club,  ’21 ;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21 ; 
Session  Relay  Team,  ’21;  Annual  Board,  Editor- 
in-Chief,  ’21;  Track,  ’21;  Wireless  Club,  ’20, 
’21,  (Vice-President,  ’20,  President,  ’21); 
“Stephen  Brewster”  in  “Suppressed  Desires”, 
’21;  “Richard  Heatherly”  in  Senior  Play,  ’21; 
Valedictorian,  ’21. 

John  A.  Winters 

Water  can  fit  itself  to  any  container;  “John¬ 
nie”  can  impersonate  any  character.  We  have, 
in  this  boy,  one  of  the  best  actors  that  Deerfield 
has  ever  turned  out.  He  is  a  true  and  faithful 
friend,  and,  we  have  heard,  is  very  popular 
with  the  young  ladies. 

Garrick  Club,  ’18,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  French  Club, 
’18,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Military  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  “Slov- 
sky”  in  “The  Florist  Shop”,  ’19;  “Jones”,  in 
“What  Happened  to  Jones”,  ’21;  Blue  and 
White  Club,  ’21;  Glee  Club,  ’20,  ’21. 

Marshall  W  ylie 
“Kid  Wylie”  “Horn” 

“Kid  Wylie”  comes  from  Half  Day.  We 
have  been  trying  to  find  out  for  two  years  how 
he  gets  here  every  morning  and  how  he  gets 
home  at  night.  It’s  beyond  us.  He  is  a  shark 
in  chem  and  physics, — always  has  his  note  book 
written  up.  And  say',  >'ou  wouldn’t  believe  it, 
but  he  is  getting  gray-haired. 

Samurai,  ’19,  ’20,  ’21;  Garrick  Club,  ’19,  ’20, 
’21;  Councilor,  ’21;  Military'  Drill,  ’18,  ’19;  Blue 
and  White  Club,  ’21;  Class  Basketball,  ’19,  ’21. 

Craig  Douglas 
“Doc” 

“Doc’s”  hours  spent  in  Deerfield’s  halls, 
have  been  much  interrupted.  Just  the  same  he 
is  one  of  the  mainstay's  of  his  class,  and  one  of 
the  staunchest  upholders  of  Deerfield’s  spirit. 
He  always  has  a  pleasant  word  for  every'one. 

Football,  ’20;  Blue  and  White  Club,  ’21 ;  Mili¬ 
tary  Drill,  ’18. 


“Aw,  go  on,  Glader,  just  let  me  ride  to  the  next  town!  Don’t  throw  me  off 
in  this  little  sun-baked  bunch  of  cave  man  houses.  Please  let  me  ride.  You  re¬ 
member  back  at  Deerfield  when  you  used  to  bum  the  price  of  a  dog  off  me  at  the 
station.  Go  ahead,  be  a  sport!  Don’t  bump  me  off  here!  I  only  want  to  go  as 
far  as  Camel  Back,  Montana,  and  then  I’m  going  to  work.  Please  let  me  ride. 
Honest  to  Gosh,  I  haven’t  even  got  the  price  of  a  first  mortgage  on  a  glass  of  near 
beer!” 

“Shut  up,  get  off,  cut  your  babying!  Maybe  you  never  bummed  nothin’ 
off  me  when  we  used  to  go  to  the  station.  Say  kid,  what  are  you  trying  to  hand  me  ? 
Just  because  I’m  brakeman  on  this  here  half-gauge  line,  I’m  not  going  to  let  you 
sponge  off  me.  Roll  off  now.  Here’s  a  good  chance,  we’re  slowin’  down!” 

“All  right,  Porky,  here  goes!  But  gee,  say,  lend  me  two  bits — ” 

He  kicked  and  I  rolled  off  into  a  sand  hill.  I  picked  myself  up,  shook  about 
fifty  miles  of  roadbed  off  my  Sunday,  weekday,  and  all-the-time  suit,  and  walked 
toward  the  little  one-horse  village  ahead  of  me.  It  was  one  of  those  three  stores, 
fifteen  churches,  and  a  bunch  of  run-down  shack  affairs.  I  shoved  my  hands  deep 
in  my  pockets,  cussed  George  out  again  to  myself,  and  threw  a  farewell  kiss  to  the 
fast  departing  train. 

“Move  along,  move  along,  you  hobo!  We  don’t  allow  bums  around  here!” 
came  a  familiar  but  not  welcome  voice.  I  turned,  and  if  it  wasn’t  John  Cole,  all 
dolled  up  in  a  chief-of-police  costume,  tellin’  me  where  to  go! 

“John!”  I  screeched,  and  flew  into  his  arms.  “Don’t  you  remember  me? 
Why,  you  remember  me  back  at  Deerfield, — me ,  sure  you  do!” 
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“Say,  you  know  that  joke  about  Jonah  and  the  whale!  Don’t  try  to  tell  me 
that  a  bird  like  you  went  to  a  school  like  Deerfield!  Tie  it  out,  Kid,  tie  it  out! 
Move  along,  now,  move  along,  or  I’ll  call  up  the  Black  Maria!” 

“Aw,  Cole,  quit  kiddin’,  this  isn’t  funny!  I’m  broke!  Go  ahead  and  put  me 
in  jail,  but  give  me  a  square  meal.  I’m  starved.” 

“Wouldn’t  do  any  good  to  put  you  in  jail  because  the  mayor’s  orders  are  that 
prisoners  buy  their  own  food.  If  you  are  broke  in  this  town  they  can’t  put  you 
in  jail,  savve?” 

“Some  idea!  Your  mayor  must  have  some  brains.  Who  is  he?” 

“Well,  now,  I’ll  find  out  if  you  are  from  Deerfield.  Its  Frank  Ellis  Parcells, 
Jr.,  the  Right  Honorable  Mayor  of  the  Village  of  Lotto.” 

“Parcells!  Can  I  ever  forget  him ?  So  he’s  runnin’  the  town!  Well  he  always 
was  pretty  good  at  handling  things  that  didn’t  need  much  handling!  Lead  me 
to  him,  Cole.  I’ll  show  you  whether  I’m  from  Deerfield  or  not!” 

Air.  Cole  courteously  took  me  by  the  arm  and  paraded  me  up  the  main  street. 
On  the  first  corner  was  a  soap-box  orator.  Can  you  imagine  such  a  thing  in  a 
town  of  that  size? — but  it  was!  I  took  a  good  look  at  him  and  then  I  understood 
why  he  had  picked  a  town  like  this.  It  was  Doc  Carlson,  in  a  dress  suit,  trying  to 
sell  some  patent  medicine  that  he  had  invented,  guaranteed  to  cure  anything  from 
the  cubeb  habit  to  baldness.  Yep,  it  was  Doc!  Air.  Cole  took  off  his  hat  and 
scratched  his  head, — not  his  hair  — there  wasn’t  any  there!  and  mumbled  something 
to  himself  about  buying  some  of  that  stuff.  Here  was  my  chance!  When  he 
stepped  away,  I  calmly  walked  off  and  hit  up  the  nearest  alley  I  could  find.  Big 
posters  adorned  the  sides  of  the  buildings  and  of  course  I  was  interested.  Was  a 
circus  coming  to  town?  Alas,  no!  Far  more  tragic,  for  headlined  across  the  top 
was  the  announcement,  “The  Wheeler  Theatrical  Company  announces  the  open¬ 
ing  of ‘Moonlight  Madness’, the  great  musical  comedy  written  by  Donald  McDonald, 
featuring  Gwen  Parry  and  Robert  Hood.”  Gee!  those  last  two  names  sounded 
natural  together,  and  so  I  decided  to  try  and  bum  a  ticket  to  the  big  show.  I 
always  wanted  to  see  that  pair  working,  and  especially  in  the  moonlight. 

Well,  I  turned  the  corner  off  the  alley  and  on  to  the  main  street  again  and  ran 
plumb  into  a  short  weazened-up  henpecked  male.  I  glared  at  him  and  started  on, 
when  back  he  came  and  almost  knocked  me  over  shaking  hands.  I  looked,  and 
looked  again.  “Conrad!  Well,  you  old  son  of  a  gun!  What  are  you  doing  out 
here  in  this  no  man’s  land?”  “The  same  to  you,  Kid,”  he  said,  “but  forget  it! 
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Come  on  up  to  dinner.'’  I  gasped,  almost  fainted,  then  recovered.  “Well, 
really,  the  mayor  and  all  the  town  commissioners  wanted  to  give  me  a  banquet 
tonight,  but  I’ll  tell  you  I  couldn’t  refuse  you  this  little  favor.  I  will  come  up! 
But  say,  I  fell  asleep  on  the  back  platform  of  my  private  car  when  we  went  through 
here  and  I  fell  off, — you  see  the  condition  I’m  in!  Is  there  a  men’s  clothing  store 
in  this  town?  I’ll  buy  a  few  suits  ’til  I  can  get  back  to  my  own  town.” 

“Sure”,  said  Irving.  “Rundquist  runs  the  swellest  men’s  clothing  shop  in 
this  town,  boy.  He’s  got  the  slick-haired  stuff!  You  go  there,  and  Karsten  will 
sell  you  any  kind  of  a  hat  you  want,  brown  derbies  or  anything.  See  you  later! 
I  live  up  at  13  Ladykiller  Avenue.  Dinner  at  six!” 

I  had  three  hours  left  to  myself  so  I  wandered  over  to  Sam’s  and  got  a  nifty 
suit  for  a  nifty  price,  but  Sam  let  me  charge  it  ’til  I  could  get  one  of  my  big  bills 
cashed.  You  see  I  told  Sam  I  didn’t  have  a  thing  but  $500.00  bills,  so  he  said 
he’d  just  let  it  go  ’til  I  dropped  around.  I  got  a  full  outfit  the  same  way.  Then 
I  looked  the  world  in  the  eye  and  paraded  down  the  main  street.  Everything 
and  every  place  was  owned  by  old  Deerfield  students.  There  was  a  physical 
training  school  for  muscle-bound  babies,  run  by  Mcllwain.  A  beauty  parlor  for 
any  one  from  cradle  to  henna,  operated  by  the  Misses  Bollinger  and  Burridge,  who 
were  as  yet  unencumbered  by  husbands,  but  still  the  likeliest  old  maids  in  town. 
Young  Easton  and  Marshall  Wylie  had  started  up  a  dairy, — aeroplane  milk  a 
specialty,  and  they  were  doing  some  business, — just  about  as  profitable  as  running 
a  free  bread  line.  Down  the  street  a  ways  was  a  law  office, — David  Munro.  He 
also  was  justice  of  the  peace  and  dog  catcher.  He  issued  moonlight  bathing  per¬ 
mits  and  granted  divorces.  His  business  did  thrive,  though!  Lois  Goff  ran  the 
town  newspaper.  She  was  always  writing  books,  and  the  newspaper  was  only  a 
sideline.  Her  editorials  on  driving  fast  in  Steven  Salient  Sixes  and  protecting 
suffering  males  were  awfully  good,  however;  the  sign  in  her  front  window  said  so, 
and  I  believe  in  signs.  There  was  one  across  the  street  that  caught  my  eye.  It 
was  “Baker”.  That  reminded  me  that  I  was  hungry  and  I  still  had  an  hour  to 
wait  for  dinner,  so  I  went  in.  But  it  wasn’t  what  the  sign  said!  It  was  only 
El  sie  Baker.  She  was  running  a  soft  drink  parlor, — ether  sundaes  and  chloroform 
sodas  a  specialty,  and  behind  the  counter  was  Ty  Weber,  pulling  a  big  Henry  George 
and  reading  wild  west  stories.  Well,  I  pulled  the  old  line  on  Ty,  and  got  a  rootbeer 
and  a  headache.  That  was  enough.  I  swore  off  the  soda  fountains!  It  was 
getting  near  six  and  so  I  started  for  Conrad’s.  Just  as  I  left  Elsie’s  hangout,  an 
1840  model  fire  engine  pulled  around  the  corner  going  west,  I  ran  back  to  Ty  and 
yelled,  “Where’s  the  fire?  Where’s  the  fire?” 


He  pulled  out  his  cigar,  wiped  his  overworked  brow,  and  calmly  exhorted 
“There  aint  no  fire.  This  town  is  so  dry  that  fire  would  be  ashamed  to  pick  on 
such  an  easy  thing.  That’s  just  Moras.  He’s  our  fire  chief.  He’s  been  sitting 
around  for  ten  years  waitin’  for  a  fire  to  come  and  none  ever  came,  so  I  guess  he 
got  sort  of  off  upstairs.  Every  night  at  this  time  he  goes  out  to  put  out  the  sunset 
but  it  always  happens  it  gets  out  before  he  gets  there,  and  then  he’ll  drag  back 
into  town  about  eight  o’clock  and  lie  waitin’  for  the  next  time  the  sun  goes  down. 
Some  job  ” ! 

I  was  disgusted.  I  walked  out  and  looked  on  the  busiest  corner  of  the  town 
at  the  busiest  hour  of  the  day.  There  were  a  couple  of  dogs,  a  stray  cat,  and  every 
now  and  then  an  occasional  pedestrian,  while  out  in  the  middle  of  the  street  was 
a  big  Irish  policeman  blowin’  his  whistle  for  all  get  out  and  wavin’  his  arms  like 
a  windmill.  It  sounded  like  the  Boul  Mich  but  it  looked  like  the  Sahara  after 
one  of  its  big  sand  storms.  Just  then  the  cop  turned  around  and  I  gazed  into  the 
red  face  of  the  traffic  cop, — Irish  from  stem  to  stern,  and  none  else  but  George 
Blaze  Geraghty.  He  looked  sore,  but  I  didn’t  say  anything.  It  was  his  own  fault. 
Slocum  always  used  to  tell  him  where  he  would  end  up. 

Well,  I  blew  into  Conrad’s  on  time,  you  bet,  and  hungry  as  a  bear.  Mrs. 
Conrad  bade  me  enter.  She  was  glad  to  see  me  and  I  was  glad  to  see  her.  I 
greeted  her  properly,  Irving  wasn’t  looking,  and  besides  I’d  known  her  years 
before.  I’d  always  liked  her  but  Irving  was  the  lucky  man.  I  couldn’t  think 
of  her  maiden  name  to  save  me  until  I  heard  that  henpecked  voice  of  her  hus¬ 
band’s, — “Nats,  Oh  Nats!  Where  the  deuce  is  my  collar  button?”  Then  it 
all  came  back.  Nathalie  Edstrand!  and,  boy!  she  was  a  stunner!  I  wanted  to 
greet  her  again,  but  well,  you  know,  some  of  us  has  got  to  use  discretion  sometimes. 
Well,  after  a  while  we  all  sat  down  to  dinner,  and  I  did  my  share  of  the  damage. 
It  was  good;  I  had  no  kick  coming;  she  is  some  cook. 

After  dinner  Irving  announced  that  he  had  a  box  for  the  show,  and,  of  course, 
we  went.  Well,  the  show  was  good.  I’ve  got  to  tell  you  about  it.  Wheeler, 
the  producer,  got  up  and  gave  a  long-winded  speech  that  settled  my  dinner  pretty 
well.  Then  he  said  some  pretty  things  about  the  cast  and  then  shot  the  old 
line  about  McDonald,  and  of  course  Mac  stepped  out  of  his  box  and  bowed  pretty 
and  smiled,  and  then  the  show  started.  Byron  Schaffer  was  leading  the  orchestra. 
He  got  his  practice  playing  the  drums  to  march  to  assembly.  He  was  good.  He 
only  lost  his  place  three  times  in  the  first  act,  and  so  the  show  had  to  stop  only  three 
times, — for  him.  In  the  opening  scene  Syd  Wadsworth  pranced  out  on  the  stage 
dressed  like  a  sailboat,  and  singing  a  song  about  the  wild,  wild,  moon  on  the  wild, 


wild  sea,  with  the  wild,  wild  women,  and  something  else  wild.  Then  the  fake 
moon  blew  a  fuse  and  they  had  to  stop  him  and  fix  it.  After  that,  Bob  Rogers 
cracked  some  jokes  about  doctoring  up  things, — I  guess  he  meant  the  moon,  try¬ 
ing  to  smooth  over  the  accident.  He  was  good.  We  forgot  all  about  the  moon 
when  he  fell  over  the  footlights  and  into  the  kettle  drum.  That  stopped  the  show 
again,  but  they  fished  him  out  and  continued.  The  Floradora  sextette  came  next. 
There  were  only  five  in  it.  I  guess  something  happened  behind  the  stage.  Salome 
Brand  was  the  big  cheese  in  it;  you  could  hear  her  above  all  the  rest.  Poor  \  ir 
ginia  Newcomb  didn’t  have  a  show;  she  slipped  a  bearing  and  scored  a  cv  Under 
trying  to  make  herself  heard,  but  her  mixture  was  a  little  lean.  Margaret  Arnsw  aid 
got  stage  struck  and  started  to  sing  the  song  that  came  in  the  next  act,  but  Elizabeth 
Vipond  who  was  standing  next  to  her,  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  pinch  her; 
then  Alargaret  let  out  a  whoop  that  made  the  curtain  come  down  and  stop  the  act. 
Edna  Kelly  had  been  standing  on  the  end  of  the  line  of  action  and  the  curtain 
cut  her  off  from  the  stage.  She  tried  to  climb  a  hill  on  the  scenerv  to  get  back, 
and  then  she  waded  the  river  in  the  center,  but  they  had  to  raise  it  up  again  and 
let  her  under.  The  next  act  was  supposed  to  be  the  big  one;  in  this  one,  the  Hood- 
Parry  combine  gets  going  and  it  promised  to  be  a  big  affair.  It  was  until  the 
chorus  got  wound  up,  and  they  spoiled  the  effect,  just  like  baking  a  cake  in  a  boiler 
factory.  The  thing  fell  through.  Craig  Douglas,  the  stage  manager  broke  three 
hooks  trying  to  get  the  chorus  off  the  stage,  but  they  wouldn’t  come  so  they  had 
to  stop  the  show  again  and  give  each  one  of  the  girls  a  pacifier.  The  next  act  was 
good  though;  there  wasn’t  an  interruption  except  when  Byron  lost  his  place;  out¬ 
side  of  that  it  ran  as  smooth  as  a  cement  truck.  Ruth  Allen  danced  one  of  those 
interpretive  things,— those  kind  you  take  any  way  you  want  to.  Well,  she  was 
on  one  toe  with  the  other  foot  up  by  the  moon  somewhere  when  the  music  stopped. 
It  was  tragic!  Byron  hunted  for  his  place,  the  sweat  pouring  off  his  brow,  but 
alas,  too  late!  The  one  toe  gave  out,  and  the  act  and  Ruth  went  through  the 
floor.  There  was  much  applause  and  I  guess  most  of  the  audience  enjoy  ed  the 
act.  Then  the  curtain  went  up  on  the  next  one,  but  it  went  up  to  soon.  The  stage 
carpenter  was  still  fixing  the  hole  that  Ruth  had  gone  through.  It  wras  a  prett} 
tableau, — the  stage  carpenter  hammering  away  at  the  floor  while  the  electrician 
was  putting  another  bulb  in  the  moon.  The  curtain  dropped  right  away  but  not 
until  I  saw  who  those  two  mechanics  were.  The  carpenter  was  Ed  Miller  and  the 
electrician  was  his  sister  ship,  Gordon  Miller.  The  next  scene  was  the  grand  finale. 
The  orchestra  started  up  strong  on  K  minor  and  the  chorus  burst  into  rapturous 
harmony.  The  Hood-Parry  contingent  held  a  place  of  prominence.  In  the  center 
of  the  stage  was  a  raised  throne  and  sitting  there  in  all  his  glory  was  the  King  of 
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Moonlight,  the  handsomest  man  in  the  world.  He  did  look  good  there  in  all  his 
glory,  he  looked  natural  with  all  those  chorus  girls  around  him.  I  thought  I 
knew  who  he  was, — it  was  some  ladies’  man  and  a  good  looker.  Who  used  to 
be  that  way?  Why,  of  course,  now  I  know!  It  was  old  Sutton  Laing,  the  Adonis 
of  the  class  of  ’21.  Yes,  I  was  right;  he  was  just  where  he  belonged.  He  never 
did  feel  comfortable  unless  he  was  with  a  bunch  of  girls!  They  rang  down  the 
final  curtain  and  we  all  pulled  out,  bowing  to  the  people  and  acting  stuck  up,  be¬ 
cause  we  sat  in  a  box. 

After  the  show  we  went  into  a  restaurant.  After  Airs.  Con  and  I  had  ordered 
Irving  decided  he  wanted  only  a  hot  dog  and  a  glass  of  milk.  I  felt  kind  of  cheap 
because  I  had  a  porterhouse  steak  and  a  few  extras,  but  I  didn’t  say  anything. 
The  head  waiter  was  a  cute  looking  little  fellow  with  curly  hair.  He  was  very 
courteous  and  I  knew  right  away  who  it  was.  It  was  Victorine,  the  boy  who 
aspired  in  his  early  days  to  lick  Dempsey.  He  could  have  done  it  then.  He  was 
about  six  feet  nine,  and  he  weighed  about  two  fifty,  flat  footed,  — and  cute!  He 
was  about  as  cute  as  a  brick  wall  at  the  bottom  of  a  chute  the  chutes.  I  didn’t 
kid  him.  He  looked  as  if  he  had  eaten  a  dozen  hard  boiled  paving  blocks.  Our 
waitress  was  good  looking,  though;  I  had  to  kid  her.  She  was  good  kiddin’  too; 
never  winked  an  eyelash.  Just  like  she  used  to  be,  the  same  old  Virginia  Easton! 

The  dinner  over,  we  started  on  our  parade  home.  I  hadn’t  been  invited  to 
stay  all  night,  so  I  bade  my  host  and  hostess  adieu  and  thanked  them  for 
their  charity,  only  I  didn’t  say  it  that  way.  Then  I  asked  a  bird  who  was 
putting  out  the  lights  along  the  street,  where  I  could  rent  a  room,  and  Will  Stupple, 
the  eight-foot  lamplighter  who  didn’t  have  to  use  a  step  ladder,  told  me  that  Thelma 
McDonald  was  running  a  swell  hotel  down  the  line.  I  thanked  Kid  Stup,  and 
sauntered  over  to  the  hotel.  The  place  was  all  lighted  up, — I  mean  the  hotel, 
not  the  people.  A  bunch  were  standing  around  the  lobby  looking  wise  and  talk¬ 
ing  over  fashions  and  scandals.  I  sized  them  up,  and  who  were  holding  the  balance 
of  conversational  power,  but  Helen  Gray  and  Grace  Itrich!  They  were  having  a 
regular  fit  about  the  way  dresses  were  going  up,  and  they  had  decided  to  send  a 
committee  to  Washington  to  see  the  President;  they  knew  he  would  do  something; 
Mr.  S  andwick,  President  Sandwick,  was  always  doing  favors  for  the  ladies.  They’d 
find  out  about  it.  Well,  I  didn’t  waste  any  time  on  them,  but  went  right  over  to 
the  desk  where  Mary  Sweeney  was  running  the  switchboard.  She  gave  me  the 
glad  hand  and  told  me  the  rooms  didn’t  cost  much,  which  was  welcome  news. 
They  could  have  cost  a  million  a  night;  it  wouldn’t  have  made  a  bit  of  difference 
to  me,  for  I  could  just  as  well  let  a  million  be  charged  as  a  dime.  I  couldn’t  pay 
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either.  Well,  the  bell  hop,  a  darling  little  fellow,  showed  me  to  my  room.  He 
was'only  twice  my  size  and  he  had  a  voice  like  a  suction  pump.  Dear  old  Henry 
Keough!  V  ith  all  his  brains  and  ambitions,  ending  up  in  a  job  like  this!  Three 
woman  were  standing  in  the  door  of  the  room  just  before  we  came  to  mine.  Of 
course,  Henry  politely  asked  them  what  they  were  looking  for,  or  what  they  wanted 
when  all  three  explained  that  their  husbands  had  been  playing  poker  and  hadn’t 
come  home  yet.  They  were  laying  for  them!  They  had  enough  artillery  behind 
them  to  be  arrested  for  carrying  concealed  weapons;  they  talked  loud  enough  to 
be  arrested  for  disorderly  conduct,  and  I  knew  that  when  their  husbands  pulled 
in  there  would  be  enough  evidence  against  all  three  to  hang  them  for  assault  with 
intent  to  kill.  But  I  couldn’t  help  but  recognize  their  voices,  three  old  school¬ 
mates,  Alice  Swanton,  Grace  Robbins  and  Blanche  Jacobs!  All  three  the  better 
half  of  three  poor  souls!  \es,  I  prayed  for  their  husbands.  Henry  assured  me 
that  they  wouldn’t  get  killed  because  the  same  thing  happened  a  couple  of  times 
each  week.  It  was  hard  on  the  furniture,  though,  he  said. 

Well,  I  went  to  bed  and  I  guess  I  had  a  bad  dream,  for  when  I  woke  up  I 
was  pounding  on  the  wall  and  John  Cole  was  holding  onto  my  arm.  “  Let  me  go!” 
I  shouted.  “What’s  the  big  idea?”  “You  can’t  talk”,  said  Cole,  “you  haven’t 
had  an  idea  for  some  hours.  When  you  tried  to  get  away  from  me  after  they  threw 
you  off  at  the  station,  I  tapped  you  lightly  on  the  head  with  my  billy,  and  you 
forgot  the  world  for  the  time  being.” 

“But  isn’t  Parcells  the  Mayor  of  this  town?”  I  protested.  “Isn’t  this  place 
full  of  old  Deerfielders ?  Haven’t  I  been  visiting  Conrad?”  and  I  raved  on. 

Cole  shook  his  head  sadly  and  gazed  sympathetically  on  my  face.  “You’ve 
been  dreaming,  I’m  afraid.  The  only  Deerfielders  in  this  town  are  Van  Steenderen 
and  Charley  Johnston.  Look  at  the  bars  on  the  windows,  look  at  the  iron  door; 
look  at  the  bread  and  water.  When  you  used  to  go  to  Highschool  I  always  thought 
you  were  off  your  nut,  but  now  I  know  it.” 


John  A.  Winters  ’21 


Senior  Ballot 


BOYS 


First 


Most  Popular 

V  .  Mcllwain 

Biggest  Eater 

G.  Weber 

Most  Handsome 

S.  Laing 

Biggest  Bluffer 

J.  Winters 

Worst  Grind 

R.  Karsten 

Best  Sport 

W.  Mcllwain 

Wittiest 

J.  Winters 

Class  Clown 

J.  Winters 

Worst  Fusser 

K.  Moras 

Best  Natured 

J.  Cole 

Most  Bashful 

R.  Karsten 

Most  Practical 

G.  Geraghty 

Noisiest 

J.  Winters 

Most  Athletic 

W.  Mcllwain 

Best  Dancer 

S.  Laing 

Happy-Go-Lucky 

J.  Winters 

Second 

Third 

F.  Parcells 

J.  Cole 

D.  McDonald 

W.  Alcllwain 

J.  McBride 

W.  Alcllwain 

F.  Parcells 

G.  Weber 

D.  Wheeler 

H.  Keough 

F.  Parcells 

D.  AIcDonald 

G.  Weber 

V.  Victorine 

G.  Weber 

J.  Cole 

S.  Rundquist 

S.  Laing 

W.  Mcllwain 

M.  Wylie 

D.  Munro 

W.  Mcllwain 

D.  Wheeler 

S.  Laing 

D.  McDonald 

H.  Van  Stendere 

F.  Parcells 

R.  Hood 

F.  Parcells 

R.  Hood 

F.  Parcells 

C.  Easton 

Senior  Ballot 


GIRLS 


Ballot 

First 

Second 

Third 

Most  Popular 

G.  Parry 

R.  Allen 

B.  Bollinger 

Biggest  Eater 

M.  Burridge 

G.  Itrich 

B.  Bollinger 

Prettiest 

G.  Parry 

N.  Edstrand 

R.  Allen 

Biggest  Bluffer 

B.  Bollinger 

AI.  Arnswald 

AI.  Burridge 

Worst  Grind 

V.  Easton 

V.  Newcomb 

L.  Goff 

Best  Sport 

M.  Burridge 

R.  Allen 

E.  Kelley 

Wittiest 

M.  Burridge 

AI.  Arnswald 

L.  Goff 

Class  Clown 

M.  Arnswald 

B.  Jacobs 

AI.  Sweeney 

Worst  Fusser 

L.  Goff 

G.  Parry 

H.  Gray 

Best  Natured 

AI.  Burridge 

G.  Parrv 

R.  Allen 

Most  Bashful 

V.  Easton 

E.  Vipond 

E.  Kelley 

Most  Practical 

G.  Parry 

A.  Swanton 

V.  Easton 

Noisiest 

AI.  Arnswald 

AI.  Burridge 

R.  Allen 

Most  Athletic 

AI.  Arnswald 

R.  Allen 

E.  Kelley 

Best  Dancer 

B.  Bollinger 

AI.  Burridge 

G.  Parry 

Happy-Go-Lucky 

M.  Burridge 

AI.  Arnswald 

A.  Swanton 

The  Class  of  Nineteen  Twenty-one 


Over  the  hills  of  learning  a  band  (a  very  small  band,  indeed)  came  a-marching 
in  the  fall  of  the  year.  They  were  out  of  step  and  line,  for,  you  see,  they  had  not 
learned  to  march  as  good  soldiers  should.  They  straggled  timidly  into  the  big 
camp  of  Knowledge  and  presented  themselves  to  the  Commander-in-chief.  The 
great  commander  set  before  them  tasks  and  problems  heretofore  unknown  to  them 
and  therefore  difficult.  As  the  months  passed,  however,  the  tasks  grew  easier 
and  a  certain  bond  sprang  up  between  the  members  of  that  little  band.  The 
commander,  pleased  with  what  he  beheld,  allowed  them  to  choose  a  captain  to 
guide  them. 

So  came  the  Class  of  ’21  to  Deerfield  Shields,  and  though  small,  it  has  tried  to 
do  its  share  in  living  up  to  dear  old  D.  S.  T.  H.  S. 

The  first  two  years,  of  course,  proved  to  be  years  of  readjustment  and  a  rally¬ 
ing  of  forces,  but  even  during  this  time  of  preparation  it  was  able,  in  a  small  way, 
to  enter  into  social  life  and  athletics. 

By  the  third  year,  however,  Deerfield  had  become  familiar  ground,  confidence 
and  experience  had  been  gained,  and  the  class  was  able  to  take  an  active  part  in 
athletics,  in  school  organizations,  and  in  the  social  life  of  the  pupils.  The  crown¬ 
ing  event  of  the  social  season  was  the  Junior  Promenade.  A  quotation  from  the 
class  of  ’20 — “We  admit  that  it  was  the  most  beautiful  prom  ever  given  at  Deer¬ 
field,”  is  sufficient  proof  of  its  success. 

The  last  is  always  the  best.  Thus  has  the  last  year  been  a  glorious  finale  of 
the  four  happy,  strenuous  ones,  spent  at  Deerfield.  The  class  has  been  represented 
in  football  by  Captain  Parcells,  Mcllwain,  Bolan,  AlcDonald  and  Weber;  in  basket¬ 
ball,  by  Captain  Mcllwain,  Parcells,  Cole,  AlcDonald,  and  Glader,  of  the  heavies, 
and  Hood,  Geraghty  and  Laing  of  the  lights;  in  track,  by  Captain  Mcllwain, 
Parcells,  Johnston,  Rogers,  Van  Steenderen  and  Rundquist;  in  swimming  by  Laing, 
Hood  and  Rogers.  The  Intra-mural  Swimming  Aleet  was  won  by  the  seniors. 
In  other  organizations  such  as  Garrick,  Blue  and  White,  Camera,  and  Glee  Clubs, 
the  seniors  have  been  prominent.  The  chief  councilor  for  the  entire  year  has  been 
a  senior.  The  senior  girls  made  a  good  record  in  basketball  and  came  very  close 
to  winning  the  championship.  The  senior  play  may  also  be  added  to  the  credit 
of  the  class. 

The  seniors  started  the  social  season  with  a  Hallowe’en  informal,  and  during 
the  Christmas  holidays  gave  a  Senior  Hop.  Both  were  pronounced  successes. 

Thus  ends  the  four  years  of  training  at  Camp  Deerfield.  Where  before  stood 
a  motley  band  of  untrained  recruits,  now  stands  a  company  of  soldiers  trained  in 
knowledge,  sportsmanship  and  truth.  May  the  great  commander  and  his  staff 
of  officers  have  some  day  an  opportunity  to  be  proud  of  these  soldiers  that  they 
helped  to  make! 


Gwen  Parry,  ’21 


In  the  Name  of  God,  Amen 


We,  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Twenty  One,  of  Deerfield-Shields  High  School,  of 
Lake  County  and  State  of  Illinois,  being  of  sound  mind  and  a  truly  remarkable 
memory,  and  considering  the  uncertainty  of  this  frail  and  transitory  school  life, 
do  therefore  make,  ordain,  publish  and  declare  this  to  be  our  last  Will  and  Testa¬ 
ment. 

First.  We  order  and  direct  that  out  executor  hereinafter  named,  pay  all 
our  debts  of  gratitude  to  our  instructors  and  comfort  all  those  broken  by  grie 
at  our  departure. 

Second.  After  the  payment  of  such  debts,  we  give,  devise  and  bequeath: 

To  Miss  Mills,  a  strong,  comfortable  and  decorative  seat  at  the  feet  of  our 
statue,  Joan  of  Arc. 

To  Dr.  Newhall,  a  pair  of  rubber  heels. 

To  Mr.  McNutt,  a  patent  hair-restorer. 

To  Mr.  Ball,  a  pound  of  nitro-glycerine  to  be  used  at  times  about  the  school 
when  interest  and  excitement  are  waning. 

To  Air.  Slocum,  a  Palmer-AIethod  handwriting  book  for  the  sake  of  posterity 

To  Air.  Brooks,  our  sincere  hope  that  some  day  he  may  have  order  at  all  Blue  and 
Wh  ite  meetings. 

To  Air.  Sandwick,  our  sincere  appreciation  and  hope  that  he  may  have  another 
class  as  meek,  studious,  and  diligent  as  we  have  been. 

To  the  Juniors,  our  lockers,  and,  to  avoid  all  riots,  our  keys;  also  some  of  our 
common  sense. 

To  the  Sophomores,  our  conceit.  “To  him  that  hath  more  shall  be  added.’ 

To  the  freshmen,  a  copy  of  our  class  history  to  guide  their  faltering  footsteps 
and  to  render  great  assistance  to  them  by  giving  them  a  shining  example  to  follow, 

Lastly,  we  make,  constitute  and  appoint  James  Alarshall  to  be  executor  of  this 
our  last  Will  and  Testament,  revoking  all  former  wills  by  us  made. 

In  witness  whereof,  we  have  hereunto  subscribed  our  names  and  affixed  our  seal 
the  2 1 st  day  of  April  in  the  year  of  our  Lord,  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Twenty  One 

CLASS  OF  1921 

By  Lois  Goff 
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The  Junior  Class 


Three  years  ago  the  class  of  1922  entered  Deerfield-Shields.  Since  that  time 
it  has  been  doing  great  things  towards  upholding  the  social,  academic  and  athletic 
standard.  Even  though  our  second  year  was  much  more  successful  than  the  first, 
this  last  year  has  been  the  record  breaker  in  all  the  various  lines  of  school  life. 

We  started  out  in  athletics  this  fall  with  six  men  playing  football;  Proctor, 
Keagle,  Stewart,  McBride,  Wolf  and  McDonald.  The  first  three  played  as  regulars 
and  helped  win  more  than  one  game  for  the  school. 

In  basketball,  John  McBride  was  the  only  player  representing  us  on  the  heavy¬ 
weight  team,  but  he  made  up  for  lack  of  other  Juniors  by  his  own  good  playing. 

The  lightweight  team  was  practically  a  Junior  team,  the  following  four  out  of 
five  players  coming  from  the  Junior  class:  Keagle,  Stewart,  Seymour,  and  Frisbie. 
Keagle  and  Stewart  got  on  the  first  and  second  suburban  teams  respectively. 

In  intramural  basketball  the  Juniors  won  the  bantam  weight  championship. 
The  class  “indoor”  team  also  came  out  victors. 

Proctor,  Stewart,  Masterson,  and  Rhinesmith  are  helping  to  roll  up  the  points 
in  the  track  meets  and  in  doing  so  are  putting  Deerfield  that  much  farther  to  the 
front. 

It  will  be  news  to  some  of  you  to  know  that  Gwen  Purdy  came  out  fourth  in 
the  reading  contest  at  Northwestern  University  this  spring.  That’s  something, 
too. 

Last  of  all  comes  the  big  social  event  of  the  year — the  Junior  Prom.  There 
is  not  a  shadow  of  doubt  but  that  it  was  the  greatest  success  ever.  If  you  were 
there,  judge  for  yourself. 

Now  you  will  no  doubt  agree  that  this  is  a  record  to  be  proud  of  and  will  all 
say,  “Some  class  to  that  class!” 

Harold  Jaeger,  ’22 


TO  OUR  SECRETARY 

If  with  my  pen  I’d  won  great  fame, 

And  all  the  world  in  praises  sung  my  name, 

Just  then  when  my  renown  had  reached  its  height, 

My  masterpiece,  “A  portrait  of  a  lady”  I  would  w'rite. 

With  humor  I’d  endow  her, 

And  with  just  the  kindliest  grace, 

With  cheerfulness  and  patience, 

And  with  temper,  (just  a  trace). 

\nd  reading  it,  before  you  had  gone  far 
You’d  recognize  our  much  loved  “M.  H.  R.” 

B.  D.  T. 
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Sophomores 

During  its  freshman  year  the  class  of  ’23  gained  the  reputation  of  being  one  of 
the  finest  classes  Deerfield-Shields  has  ever  had.  In  this,  our  Sophomore  year, 
we  have  even  improved  that  reputation,  if  such  a  thing  is  possible. 

In  September,  soon  after  the  reopening  of  the  semester  which  began  our  second 
year  at  Deerfield,  we  elected  our  class  officers,  who  are:  Edward  Baldwin, 

president;  Theodore  Barr,  vice-president;  Joy  Tibbetts,  secretary;  and  Alice  Win¬ 
ston,  treasurer.  Considering  the  success  of  the  informal  that  the  Sophomores 
gave  on  Valentine’s  Day,  we  displayed  great  wisdom  in  our  choice  of  a  social 
committee,  which  consisted  of  Helen  Nelly  and  Arnold  Mason. 

There  is  not  a  single  club  in  school  which  has  not  a  goodly  number  of  represen¬ 
tatives  from  the  Sophomore  class.  Especially,  however,  in  athletics  has  the  class 
of  ’23  shone,  for  among  our  numbers  are  some  of  Deerfield’s  greatest  football 
stars,  such  as  “Red”  Baldwin,  “Patty”  Spellman,  and  “Charlie”  Steele.  In  all 
other  branches  of  athletics  the  sophomore  class  is  equally  well  represented.  As 
for  the  girls’  athletics — we  have  three  girls  on  the  all-star  basketball  team  who 
were  also  among  the  number  who  helped  the  sophomore  girls  to  win  the  girls’ 
relay. 

Now  the  class  of  ’23  has  two  more  years  at  Deerfield-  Shields.  May  they  put 
all  their  best  work  into  making  those  years  two  of  the  most  memorable  in  Deer¬ 
field’s  history. 

Alice  Winston 


LAST  NIGHT  AND  TONIGHT 
(With  apologies  to  Riley.) 

I  say,  did  you  see  the  clouds  last  night, 

Piled  high  in  drifts  of  grey? 

And  the  black  night  sky  without  the  light 
Of  a  single  star  a-stray? 

Did  you  hear  the  wind  as  it  whistled  shrill 
Through  the  tops  of  the  gaunt  old  trees? 

And  the  answering  note  of  the  whip-poor-will 
As  he  swung  on  a  branch  in  the  breeze? 

Last  night  was  sad  as  a  night  could  be, 

A  night  of  funereal  note, 

But  tonight  is  a  night  on  land  and  sea 
When  the  whole  earth  seems  afloat, 

For  the  moon  is  high  and  the  air  is  soft, 

With  a  balmy  breeze  that  blows. 

As  you  lift  your  eyes  to  the  stars  aloft, 

You  wonder  if  this  night  knows 
Of  the  depths  of  despair  which  last  night  seemed 
As  she  spread  her  mantle  o’er  all 
As  tho’  she  were  waiting, — as  tho’  she  had  dreamed 
This  glory  would  come  after  all. 

“Marnie”  Parkin.  ’22 
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The  Freshman  Class 


One  beautiful  sunny  day  in  September,  when  the  sky  was  deep  blue,  and  the 
trees  made  a  beautiful  contrast,  as  they  were  just  beginning  to  turn  gold  and 
scarlet  and  orange,  there  was  seen  marching  an  army  of  recruits  two  hundred  and 
sixty  five  strong.  They  were  on  their  way  to  the  big  buildings  of  Deerfield  Shields 
High  School,  to  take  the  place  of  those  that  had  left  the  year  before.  They  were 
to  be  the  “fresh  men”,  and  they  were  coming  to  join  the  proud  ranks  of  the  big 
army  of  Deerfield  Shields,  and,  some  day,  to  be  the  leaders. 

It  is  said  that  Freshmen  are  green.  This  class,  however,  after  a  few  days  was 
no  longer  green,  but  the  true  blue  and  white,  school  colors.  They  entered  right 
into  the  spirit  of  the  school. 

Their  first  class  meeting  was  to  elect  councilors  to  see  that  not  only  their  class 
but  all  the  other  classes  kept  order.  The  councilors  elected  were  Josph  Proctor, 
Wilhelmina  Spellman,  Dorothy  Reay,  and  Jack  Rogers.  Their  next  meeting  was 
to  elect  class  officers.  The  officers  elected  were  President,  Elizabeth  Jaeger;  Vice- 
President,  Jack  Rogers;  Secretary,  William  Rogers;  Treasurer,  Tyman  Beerling, 
and  Baron  Rockwell,  Freshman  representative  for  the  Annual  Board. 

The  Freshman  class,  after  hesitating  awhile,  decided  to  give  an  informal.  Even 
though  it  was  late,  it  was  enjoyed  by  those  present.  It  was  a  big  success. 

We  h  ave  had  a  large  number  of  Freshmen  whose  names  have  been  on  the  honor 
roll. 

As  for  athletics,  the  Freshmen  have  showed  what  they  could  do.  Joseph 
Proctor  was  awarded  a  Lightweight  D  in  football.  The  girl’s  basketball  team  got 
the  championship  in  the  series  of  interclass  games,  and  their  swimming  team  got 
first  place  in  an  interclass  meet.  The  Freshmen  boy’s  featherweight  team  got 
the  championship,  too. 

As  we  will  see  three  classes  graduate  before  us  and  we  can  see  their  good  points, 
by  them  we  will  try  to  better  our  class,  and  so  in  ’24  have  the  finest  class  the  school 
has  ever  seen. 

I  know  that  we  the  Freshmen  will  always  remember  this  happy  year  that  we 
have  spent  as  freshmen. 

Elizabeth  Jaeger 


Class  of  1924 

Freshmen,  unlike  the  popular  song,  haven’t  any  past  but  oh!  what  a  future 
The  Deerfield  crop  of  1921  is  no  exception;  their  history  is  short  and  sweet. 

The  class  of  1924  took  quite  an  active  interest  in  school  life  during  the  past 
year.  The  Freshman  informal,  given  in  the  spring,  was  a  real  success.  Many 
"Freshmen  invaded  the  football  and  track  teams  of  this  year  and  two  new  clubs, 
the  Junior  Blue  and  White  and  the  Junior  Garrick  were  organized. 

The  Freshman  class  is  often  accused  of  being  greater  in  number  of  members, 
smaller  in  stature  and  greener  in  color  than  ever  before.  But  every  self-respect¬ 
ing  Freshman  knows  that  in  numbers  there  is  strength  and  that  neither  color  nor 
bodily  size  are  signs  of  mental  development.  But  altogether  the  class  of  1924 
is  much  the  same  as  many  other  Deerfield  Freshman  classes  in  times  gone  by, 
a  little  more  capable,  perhaps,  a  little  more  industrious  and  more  popular  with  the 
faculty  (facts  which  we  modestly  declare  are  no  faults  of  ours)  but  nevertheless 
not  indistinguishably  different  from  any  other  Freshman  class.  It  is  not  what 
the  class  of  1924  has  done  but  what  it  is  going  to  do  that  will  make  it  famous.  So 
“carry  on”  comrades  of  the  class  of  ’24,  the  “last  shall  be  first”,  even  Freshmen 
may  some  day  become  Seniors. 
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B.  Rockwell,  ’24 


Athletics 


There  is,  perhaps,  no  one  question  which  comes  before  our  schools  for  discussion 
more  frequently,  or  is  of  more  vital  importance,  than  that  of  athletics.  The  interest 
in  athletics  is  not  merely  a  fad,  but  an  instinct,  and  therefore  it  is  a  subject  which 
seriously  concerns  the  boy  and  girl  of  today.  Athletics  have  come  to  stay,  not 
only  because  of  their  beneficial  physical  results,  but  because  of  the  value  of  rec¬ 
reation.  The  instinct  of  play  is  inborn  in  all  of  us.  Competition  is  a  living  force 
in  the  education  of  the  high  school  student.  It  is  the  desire  to  match  his  strength 
and  skill  against  the  strength  and  skill  of  youths  from  other  schools  for  the  pleasure 
of  action  and  individual  satisfaction. 

Athletics  are  productive  of  many  moral  and  physical  advantages,  if  properly 
conducted.  They  furnish  an  outlet  for  pent-up  energy  of  youth.  They  train 
in  temperance  and  self-control  and  develop  the  qualities  of  courage  and  endurance. 
To  bear  one’s  self  like  a  true  sportsman  in  victory  and  maintain  one’s  self-respect 
and  good  temper  in  defeat,  are  among  the  highest  qualities  of  a  gentleman. 

Winning  of  games  is  not  the  sole  purpose  of  athletic  competition,  although 
the  best  efforts  of  players  to  attain  victory,  are  emphasized.  It  is  the  making 
of  men  and  women  that  is  outstanding  in  athletics  today.  Games  which  are 
played  simply  for  the  sake  of  winning  victory  at  any  cost,  that  have  no  greater 
purpose  or  higher  ideal,  can  never  develop  the  best  sportsman.  Encouraging  the 
athlete  to  win  by  playing  the  game  fair  and  square,  will  bring  out  the  best  in  him. 
Th  e  success  of  athletics  should  not  be  measured  by  the  victories  won.  Every 
team  cannot  win  every  time.  A  team  is  never  so  strong  that  it  does  not  meet 
one  stronger. 

An  athlete  who  plays  opposite  an  opponent  who  is  not  a  sportsman,  who  uses 
unfair  tactics,  will  be  a  bigger  man  and  accomplish  bigger  things  in  life,  if  he  can 
keep  his  temper  and  play  the  game  according  to  the  rules,  and  for  the  pleasure  he 
gets  out  of  it.  What  school  is  there  that  cannot  win  a  race,  a  football  or  basket¬ 
ball  game  if  their  opponents  are  held  by  their  fellow  players,  while  they  run  to 
the  tape,  cross  the  goal  line  or  throw  the  ball  in  the  basket?  Be  a  man,  play  the 
game  with  all  your  strength,  skill  and  endurance,  but  play  it  according  to  the  rules 
of  the  game. 

Athletics  for  all,  is  the  cry  of  today,  and  a  just  one.  Winning  teams  have 
resulted,  doubtless,  in  a  high  degree  of  specialization.  Winning  teams  are  what 
we  want,  but  the  benefits  of  athletics  should  not  be  confined  to  the  smaller  group. 
The  student  body  as  a  whole  should  share  in  them.  Schools  and  colleges  are 
making  rapid  progress  in  doing  away  with  too  great  specialization  in  athletics 
by  means  of  intra-mural  sports  and  mass  athletics. 

The  war  has  taught  us  a  lesson  that  has  made  a  deep  imprint  in  physical  educa¬ 
tion  today.  The  comparison  during  and  since  the  great  war  between  tb '  athlete 
and  non-athlete,  is  one  of  the  main  reasons  for  the  greater  attention  in  this  _  .ection. 
We  find  that  athletes  proved  themselves  to  be  quicker  thinkers,  more  keenly  alert 
mentally,  possessed  of  more  endurance,  more  ready  and  resourceful  where  initia¬ 
tive  was  demanded,  were  more  cleanly  of  body  and  of  higher  moral  qualities,  then 
those  who  had  seldom  or  never  engaged  in  competitive  sports. 

The  realization  that  athletics  were  equally  important  with  mental  training, 
has  resulted  in  the  desire  to  make  every  student  physically  fit.  There  is  no  surer 
road  to  the  goal  of  perfect  health  than  regular  exercise  in  the  open  air.  Athletics 
will  help  you  build  up  a  strong  healthy  body,  and  help  you  overcome  many  un¬ 
desirable  traits  of  character, — laziness,  timidity,  conceit  and  lack  of  consideration. 
Let  us  have  athletics  but  with  a  purpose  in  view, — the  aim  or  end  being  that  of 
bringing  out  the  very  best  in  every  athlete. 


J.  L.  Rothacher 


Review  of  the  1920  Football  Season 

With  the  opening  of  school  last  September,  all  were  attempting  to  prophesy  the  outcome  of  the 
current  season.  We  entertained  our  Alumni  on  September  1 8,  and  Deerfield  was  the  first  to  annex 
three  points  on  a  drop  kick.  The  Alumni  were  held  scoreless  until  the  third  quarter  when  they  made 
a  touchdown.  With  the  odds  against  them,  Deerfield  played  only  harder  and  at  last  went  over  the  line 
for  the  first  touchdown  of  the  season.  Many  people  witnessed  the  exhibition  and  it  was  generally 
felt  that  Deerfield  football  annals  had  begun. 

Now  came  the  Austin  game.  It  is  a  shame  to  tell  the  story.  Deerfield  hit  the  line,  drove  off  tackle, 
ran  the  ends,  and  executed  passes  for  a  victory  of  41  to  o.  Austin  fought  well  in  the  first  period,  which 
was  scoreless  but  our  boys  displayed  power  in  the  second,  leading  35  to  o  at  half  time. 

On  the  next  Saturday  we  met  our  old  rival  Waukegan  on  the  Lake  Forest  College  field  and  upset 
them  to  a  tune  of  14  to  o.  We  recovered  a  fumble  behind  Waukegan’s  goal  in  the  first  period  and  raced 
fifty  yards  around  right  end  for  the  second  marker  in  the  third.  The  game  was  scrappy,  due  to  old 
rivalry  between  the  schools. 

On  October  9th,  Deerfield  succeeded  in  adding  the  fourth  straight  scalp  to  their  collection  by  beat¬ 
ing  La  Grange  on  our  field  40  to  7.  Our  offense  ran  over  the  La  Grange  line  for  scores  in  every  quarter. 
The  visitors  scored  their  only  touchdown  in  the  last  quarter. 

The  next  Saturday,  we  entertained  the  famous  Bloom  team,  that  made  two  touchdowns  on  Oak 
Park,  and  walloped  them  27  to  7,  running  thru  the  line  for  long  gains  and  taking  advantage  of  their 
inability  to  solve  our  forward  passing  formations. 

On  October  23,  we  journeyed  to  Evanston,  backed  by  two  hundred  rooters,  and  gave  Evanston 
a  good  battle  winning  by  a  score  of  7  to  6.  The  first  half  was  a  rare  exhibition  of  football,  both  teams 
holding  for  downs  and  punting  back  and  forth.  Deerfield’s  score  was  made  on  a  35  yard  run  for  a 
touchdown  and  making  our  goal  kick.  Evanston  scored  late  in  the  fourth  quarter  on  an  intercepted 
short  pass  but  missed  the  goal  kick. 

On  October  30,  New  Trier  came  to  Deerfield  expecting  to  have  little  trouble  in  carrying  away  the 
laurels.  The  big  men  from  Kenilworth  had  many  pounds  the  advantage  in  weight,  but  that  mattered 
little.  Deerfield  was  brilliant  in  the  open  game  and  earned  their  two  touchdowns;  but  fumbles  proved 
costly,  and  we  lost  the  first  game  of  the  season  21  to  14.  At  the  end  of  the  first  quarter  with  the  score 
8  to  o  in  favor  of  our  opponents,  we  showed  that  we  had  the  punch  and  at  half  time  made  a  14  to  14 
tie. 

The  next  Friday,  Deerfield  eked  out  a  7  to  o  victory  over  Proviso  in  a  hard  battle  at  Maywood- 
The  game  was  bitterly  contested,  and  we  succeeded  in  making  only  one  marker  in  the  second  quarter. 

On  November  13,  Deerfield  was  scheduled  to  meet  Oak  Park  in  our  last  game  of  the  season  at  Oak 
Park.  Backed  by  some  two  hundred  rooters,  we  gave  Oak  Park  one  of  the  biggest  scares  of  the  season. 
Deerfield  played  ball — real  ball — but  it  was  a  plain  case  of  playing  a  veteran  team  with  plays  galore 
and  plenty  of  endurance  to  bunt  our  opposition  out  of  the  way.  It  was  a  game  that  Deerfield  as  a  team 
participated  in.  Eleven  men  against  eleven.  Every  man  who  participated  put  up  the  best  that  was 
in  him. 

In  looking  over  the  season,  Deerfield  can  feel  justly  proud  of  the  members  of  the  squad  who  worked 
so  hard  and  spent  many  long  hours  that  the  team  might  get  into  the  best  shape  for  the  seasons  contests. 
We  all  expect  to  see  the  pride  of  our  greatest  rivals  broken,  for  with  the  utmost  confidence  in  the  men, 
our  hard  working  coach,  Mr.  Rothacher,  and  with  the  wonderful  assistance  of  Mr.  Jackson  and  Air. 
Zipoy  we  feel  that  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when  the  tallest  pinnacle  in  the  Suburban  League  sky  will 
bear  the  words  “Deerfield”.  Parcells  captained  the  team  in  a  heady  manner,  displaying  wonderful 
field  generalship,  and  ability  to  take  punishment  that  has  been  rarely  surpassed.  We  all  look  forward 
to  the  team  next  season,  for  with  a  large  nucleus,  and  with  Captain  Proctor  at  the  helm,  one  of  the 
strongest  teams  that  ever  represented  Deerfield  can  be  chosen. 

“Deerfield  always  and  all  ways”. 

H.  G.  Pertz. 
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Basketball,  1920-1921 


“Heavies” 

The  Basketball  season  started  out  with  a  lot  of  pep  and  go,  and  it  looked,  for 
a  while,  as  though  Deerfield  was  going  to  come  home  with  first  honors.  Although 
we  didn’t  go  that  far,  we  have  had  the  most  successful  season  so  far  in  the  history 
of  the  school. 

At  the  start  of  the  season  we  had  a  wonderful  combination;  with  Parcells  and 
Baldwin  as  forwards,  Lindenmeyer  as  center,  andBolan  and  Mcllwain  as  guards. 
Parcells,  Baldwin,  Bolan,  and  Mcllwain  were  all  from  last  years  team. 

After  our  first  few  games  in  every  one  of  which,  we  came  out  victorious,  Lin¬ 
denmeyer  left  us.  Of  course  this  broke  up  the  team  work,  but  in  spite  of  this  and 
several  other  mishaps,  this  team  kept  right  on  fighting.  They  won  a  good  per¬ 
centage  of  their  league  games,  and,  as  usual,  scored  more  points  than  their  oppo¬ 
nents.  We  wound  up  the  season  by  going  down  to  Joliet  where,  with  the  help 
of  the  Lightweights,  Deerfield  got  into  the  semi-finals.  Unfortunately  we  were 
put  out  of  the  runnings  by  our  old  rival  New  Trier. 

This  year  most  of  the  team,  Mcllwain  (ex-captain),  Parcells,  McBride,  Cole, 
and  Bolan,  (who  left  us  in  February),  is  graduating.  We  know  that  wherever 
such  men  as  these  go,  success  will  attend  their  efforts  and  thereby  enhance  old 
Deerfield’s  Glory. 

G.  Proctor,  ’22 


“  Lightweights  ” 

The  Lightweights,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Jackson,  did  even  better  than 
was  expected.  Keagle,  Frisbie,  Seymour,  Geraghty,  Hood,  Laing,  and  Stewart 
made  exceptionally  fine  showings.  This  team  was  an  exception  for  it  went  through 
the  whole  season  without  a  captain.  They  got  right  down  to  business  at  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the  year  and  went  straight  through,  coming  out  on  top  of  the  second 
division.  This  adds  another  shield  to  old  Deerfield’s  collection.  To  end  up  the 
season  the  best  of  them  went  to  Joliet  where  they  made  a  very  fine  showing. 

Out  of  this  years  team  we  will  have  left  to  us  only  Stewart,  Frisbie,  and  Sey¬ 
mour,  but  we  expect  that  with  this  excellent  foundation  a  championship  team  will 
be  developed  next  year. 


G.  Proctor,  ’22 


The  Swimming  Team 


For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  Deerfield’s  athletics,  there  was,  under  the 
able  direction  of  Coach  Jackson,  a  swimming  team  organized.  In  order  to  find 
material  for  the  team,  a  series  of  class  meets  were  held.  The  boys  who  made  the 
best  showing  in  the  events  were  chosen  to  represent  Deerfield. 

The  boys  chosen  were  R.  Hood  in  the  forty  yard  free  style,  back  stroke,  and 
one  hundred  yard  swim;  S.  Laing  in  the  forty  yard  free  style  and  one  hundred 
yard  swim;  L.  McDonald  in  the  forty  yard  free  style  and  breast  stroke;  R.  Sand- 
wick  in  the  breast  stroke;  H.  Steele  and  R.  Croke  in  the  plunge;  R.  Safford  and 
P.  Chapman  in  diving;  R.  Rogers  in  the  forty  yard  free  style. 

The  first  meet  after  the  team  had  been  organized,  was  the  big  Interscholastic 
at  Northwestern,  in  which  the  team,  owing  to  its  lack  of  experience,  did  not  do 
as  well  as  was  expected;  but  the  next  week  they  took  it  out  on  Proviso  in  a  dual 
meet,  by  defeating  them  48  to  n. 

This  year  the  team  is  losing  Hood,  Laing,  and  Rogers,  but  with  the  material 
left  we  have  a  very  promising  team  for  next  year. 

W.  McIlwain,  ’21 
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The  1921  Track  Season 


Last  year’s  track  team,  winner  of  the  outdoor  Chicago  Suburban  League 
track  meet,  is  being  followed  by  a  team  that  is  equally  as  good,  if  not  better,  than 
that  of  1920.  Captained  by  Wallace  Mcllwain,  and  supported  by  such  stars 
as  Proctor,  Stewart,  McDonald,  Parcells,  van  Steenderen,  Baldwin,  Gernenz, 
Barnard,  Rogers,  Johnston,  Masterson,  Rockwell,  Bolan,  Rhinesmith,  Fell,  and 
Moore,  they  are  sure  to  uphold  the  good  name  and  records  of  Deerfield  Track 
Teams. 

About  the  first  of  January,  Coach  Rothacher  called  first  practice,  and  a  number 
of  boys  reported.  Under  the  able  supervision  of  Mr.  Mutch,  they  were  soon  in 
first  class  condition  and  ready  for  the  final  touches  by  Coach,  who  at  that  time 
was  busy  with  basketball. 

The  first  real  test  that  our  track  stars  had  was  at  a  series  of  informal  meets 
held  at  the  University  of  Chicago  gymnasium,  for  high  schools  of  Chicago  and 
immediate  vicinity.  We  entered  into  only  two  of  the  three  meets,  but  finished 
up  in  third  place.  Mcllwain  made  almost  all  of  our  points  and  won  individual 
honors.  He  was  awarded  a  cup  at  the  Chicago-Ohio  State  basketball  game. 

In  the  next  meet,  held  at  the  First  Regiment  Armory  they  finished  first  in 
two  of  the  high  school  events  and  third  in  the  relay  race.  Mcllwain  was  again 
the  star,  capturing  ten  of  the  twelve  points  made. 

After  playing  a  basketball  game  at  nine  a.  m.,  in  Joliet,  and  riding  all  the  way 
to  Evanston  on  the  street  car,  our  exhausted  track  team  entered  the  Indoor  Subur¬ 
ban  League  Meet,  held  at  Patten  Gymnasium,  Evanston.  In  spite  of  being  handi¬ 
capped  as  it  were,  we  tied  with  New  Trier  for  third  place.  Mcllwain  was  high 
point  man  and  the  work  of  Proctor,  Barnard  and  Stewart  was  outstanding. 

About  two  weeks  later  our  relay  team  went  down  to  the  University  of  Illinois’ 
Relay  Carnival,  which  is  the  second  largest  relay  carnival  in  the  country.  We 
were  represented  only  in  the  one  mile  relay,  and  took  second  place  in  that  event, 
being  beaten  out  by  our  Suburban  League  opponents,  Oak  Park.  The  team 
consisted  of  Proctor,  van  Steenderen,  Stewart,  and  Mcllwain. 

The  next  meet  was  the  Tenth  Annual  Interscholastic  held  at  Patten  Gymnas¬ 
ium,  to  which  over  twenty-five  schools  were  invited.  Deerfield  finished  second 
in  this  meet.  “Wallie”  Alcllwain  won  individual  honors  with  thirteen  points. 
Proctor  placed  third  in  the  440  yard  dash,  and  Stewart  third  in  the  70  yard  high 
hurdles. 

On  April  30th  we  had  our  first  dual  track  meet,  with  Thornton,  on  our  own 
field.  We  upheld  our  record  of  not  having  been  beaten  in  a  senior  dual  track 
meet  for  seven  years,  by  walloping  them  81  to  32,  while  our  juniors  were  defeated 
46  to  31.  Mcllwain  showed  his  consistency  by  winning  seven  first  places  out  of 
seven  events  in  which  he  competed.  Proctor,  Stewart,  Barnard,  Rogers  and 
McDonald  also  showed  up  well  in  this  meet.  In  the  junior  contests,  Joe  Proctor, 
Bolan,  and  Masterson  were  the  outstanding  performers. 

The  following  week  we  met  Crane  Technical  High  School,  swamping  them 
by  a  score  of  99  to  22.  The  juniors  also  won  their  half  of  the  meet,  47  to  39.  Cap¬ 
tain  Mcllwain  was  high  point  man  of  the  senior  meet,  while  Masterson  won  in¬ 
dividual  honors  in  the  junior  contests.  Proctor,  Stewart,  Parcells,  and  Rogers 
of  the  senior  squad,  and  Bolan,  Rhinesmith,  Rockwell,  and  Gifford  of  the  juniors, 
showed  up  well  in  their  various  events. 

This  is  the  last  account  that  can  be  given  before  the  year  book  goes  to  press. 
However,  we  are  sure  that  we  shall  be  ably  represented  in  the  Outdoor  Suburban 
Meet,  May  14th,  the  Interscholastic  at  the  University  of  Illinois,  May  20th  and 
2 1  st,  and  at  the  National  Interscholastic  at  the  University  of  Chicago,  May 
28th,  1921. 
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Track 

SENIOR  TRACK 

University  of  Chicago,  (Indoor)  .... 
Suburban  League  Meet,  (Indoor)  .... 
Tenth  Annual  Interscholastic,  Patten  Gymnasium 

Deerfield  81  Thornton 

Deerfield  99  Crane 


3rd  Place 
Tied  for  3rd  Place 
2nd  Place 
32 
22 


JUNIOR  TRACK 

University  of  Chicago,  (Indoor)  ...... 

Suburban  League  Meet,  (Indoor)  ...... 

Deerfield  31  Thornton  46 

Deerfield  47  Crane  39 

WEARERS  OF  THE  “D”  IN  TRACK 


Seniors 

W.  McIlwain,  (Captain) 
G.  Proctor 
C.  Johnston 

A.  Barnard 
C.  Stewart 
F.  Parcells 
E.  Baldwin 
R.  Rogers 

B.  Rockwell 


Juniors 
H.  Rhinesmith 
A.  Fell 
C.  Masterson 
E.  Bolan 
A.  Green 


3rd  Place 
3rd  Place 


58 


1920  Tennis  Season 

Because  tennis  begins  later  in  the  season  than  other  high  school  sports,  the 
tennis  of  1921  can  not  be  reported  before  the  Annual  goes  to  press. 

The  players  of  1920  were  more  or  less  inexperienced,  only  one  of  the  team 
having  played  in  a  tournament  before. 

The  first  trip  was  to  the  University  of  Illinois  where  the  team  did  not  make 
a  good  showing,  none  lasting  any  longer  than  the  second  round. 

Next  came  the  Suburban  League  tournament,  where  the  team  did  much  better 
in  the  singles  and  won  the  doubles  shield  beating  Oak  Park  in  the  finals. 

Besides  these  two  tournaments  the  team  played  two  dual  meets,  one  at  home 
with  Evanston,  which  it  lost,  and  the  other  at  Lake  Forest  in  which  we  broke  even. 


Illinois 

Suburban  League 

Dual 

Dual 

Players  in  order 

round  out 

round  out 

Evanston 

Lake  Forest 

Seymour 

1st 

Semi-finals 

won 

won 

C.  Schaeffer 

2nd 

4th 

lost 

won 

Card 

1st 

lost 

lost 

Leaming 

2nd 

lost 

lost 

Tisch 

DOUBLES 

lost 

C.  Schaeffer 
Seymour 

2nd 

Championship 

won 

won 

Leaming 

Card 

Lost 

lest 
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Girls’  Athletic  Association 


Here  are  the  members  of  the  girls’  Athletic  Ass’n!!!!  Though  it  is  only  a 
yearling  organization,  it  has  a  membership  of  73  students,  and  none  of  them  are 
dead-wood — everyone  working  to  make  the  Deerfield-Shields  girl  famous  for  her 
standards  in  sportsmanship  and  athletics. 

The  association  grants  two  awards  to  those  girls  who  have  shown  by  their 
spirit,  and  their  stick-to-it-tiveness  that  they  are  worthy.  The  first  a  felt  mono¬ 
gram,  the  second,  a  bar-pin.  The  awards  were  designed  by  A.  A.  girls.  Our 
Athletic  Association  is  affiliated  with  the  Illinois  League  of  High  School  Girls’ 
Athletic  Associations.  The  league  grants  those  girls  who  have  earned  the  right 
to  them,  a  pin  and  a  ring.  These  are  higher  awards  than  those  given  by  our 
Association. 

We  hope  to  compare  favorably  with  other  high  school  Athletic  Associations, 
and  to  be  able  to  show  that  our  girls  are  doing  as  much,  if  not  more,  than  the 
girls  from  other  high  schools  in  the  state. 

Our  officers  are  as  follows — 

G.  M.  Durborow  ........  President 

H. Bell.  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  Vice-President 

M.  Vetter  .........  Secretary 

Gwen  Parry  .........  Treasurer 

Aside  from  fostering  athletics  the  Association  wishes  to  enter  into  the  social 
life  of  the  school.  This  year  we  have  given  the  freshies  a  party,  and  it  was  said 
that  a  good  time  was  had  by  all.  The  informal  given  in  the  Spring  was  a  success 
and  next  year  the  A.  A.  expects  to  give  a  number  of  interesting  entertainments. 

G.  M.  Durborow 


“GET  A  PASS” 

The  councilor,  the  councilor 
Sits  firmly  at  the  post, 

Especially  when  bells  just  ring 
And  I  must  hurry  most. 

Sometimes  I’m  stopped  by  bashful  boy, 
Sometimes  by  timid  lass, 

Whoever  it  is — the  motto  still— 

“You’re  late — you  can  not  pass”. 

So  back  I  go  to  gym  or  shop 
Or  where  I  was  before, 

And  get  a  pass  that  I  may  reach 
My  English  teacher’s  door. 

Then,  pass  in  hand,  I  sally  forth, 

Nor  loiter  on  the  way 
Then,  as  I  meekly  take  my  seat — 
“Well — why  so  late  today?” 

I  have  one  wish: — on  doomsday  when 
We  join  immortal  hosts 
’Tis  my  desire  the  councilors  be 
Chained  firmly  to  their  posts. 

B.  D.  T. 


Girls’  Basketball 


Season  1920-1921 

More  girls  came  out  for  Basketball  this  season  than  in  any  previous  year. 
Seventeen  games  were  played. 

Before  playing  interclass  games,  seven  games  were  played.  The  Juniors  and 
Freshmen  combined  forces  against  the  Seniors  and  Sophomores,  as  teams  named 
for  the  various  womens’  colleges.  The  final  game  of  this  series  was  played  after 
the  Mothers  and  Daughters  Dinner,  when  Bryn  Mawr  won  from  Mt.  Holyoke. 

For  a  place  on  the  interclass  teams,  a  girl  had  to  not  only  show  ability,  but  she 
must  also  have  attended  at  least  three  quarters  of  her  class  practices.  Any  team 
having  to  use  players  who  were  ineligible  on  this  account,  was  penalized  two  points 
for  each  such  player. 

To  get  credit  for  basketball,  toward  the  awards  given  by  the  Girls’  Atheltic 
Association,  it  is  necessary  to  have  attended  twelve  practices,  and  to  have  played 
in  a  game. 

The  Freshmen — Class  of  1924,  with  Elizabeth  Jaeger  as  captain,  won  the 
interclass  tournament.  The  Freshmen  again  proved  their  prowess  by  winning 
a  game  played  against  a  team  picked  from  the  Senior,  Junior,  and  Sophomore 
classes. 

In  the  second  team  series,  the  Sophomores  were  the  victors. 
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Wireless  Club 


For  a  long,  long  time  Deerfield  has  felt  the  need  of  some  sort  of  scientific  society, 
There  are  fully  as  many  students  interested  in  science  as  in  dramatics  or  language 
yet  there  has,  up  to  a  short  time  ago,  been  no  organization  of  this  kind  in  the  school. 

Last  year  those  students,  who  were  interested  in  that  branch  of  science  known 
as  Wireless  Telegraphy,  held  a  meeting  for  the  purpose  of  organizing  a  club.  The 
club,  owing  to  the  lateness  of  the  season,  was  unable  to  accomplish  very  much, 
although  it  served  to  acquaint  the  various  amateurs  with  one  another,  and  thus 
helped  them  to  make  mutual  progress. 

This  year  the  club  at  its  first  meeting  elected  the  following  officers: 

David  E.  Wheeler  ........  President 

David  A.  Munro  .......  Vice-President 

Paul  F.  Gorby  ......  Secretary  and  Treasurer 

The  members  of  the  club  who  had  instruments  have  consented  to  bring  them, 
temporarily,  to  the  school.  By  having  each  one  thus  contribute  a  part,  it  has 
been  possible  to  get  together  a  very  fine  set.  Due  to  the  difficulties  of  construct¬ 
ing  an  outdoor  aerial,  however,  the  set  has  not  yet  been  given  a  fair  chance  to 
demonstrate  its  sensitiveness  and  efficiency.  We  hope  that  next  year,  with  the 
aid  of  the  school,  we  will  be  in  a  position  to  erect  the  outdoor  antenna  which  will 
place  us  in  the  long  distance  class,  and  help  us  to  catch  the  elusive  undamped  waves. 

David  E.  Wheeler,  ’21 
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The  Orchestra 


“Making  something  out  of  nothing”,  or  a  task  almost  as  difficult  is  what 
confronted  Mr.  Fraser  at  the  beginning  of  the  school  year.  All  but  four  of  last 
year’s  orchestra  had  graduated  in  June.  However,  with  the  proper  spirit  and 
with  the  addition  of  several  new  members,  the  task  was  begun  and  soon  the  strains 
of  “The  Aeroplane”  and  “The  Priest’s  March”  were  echoing  thru  the  halls.  Prog¬ 
ress  was  slow  but  steady  and  therefore  the  first  appearance  of  the  orchestra  was 
long  delayed. 

Mr.  Fraser  carried  the  orchestra  for  some  time,  until  he  was  forced  to  relin¬ 
quish  the  care  of  it  because  of  ill  health,  and  Mr.  Schneider  was  asked  to  take  charge. 
Incidentally  it  may  be  worth  mentioning  that  this  is  the  tenth  year  for  the  High 
School  Orchestra  and  that  Mr.  Schneider  was  the  founder  in  1911. 

Rehearsals  now  began  in  earnest  as  the  date  for  the  annual  concert  was  rapidly 
approaching.  New  music  was  procured,  more  members  added  until  the  orchestra 
numbered  sixteen,  and  rehearsals  were  held  twice  a  week  and  sometimes  oftener 
with  the  result  that  when  the  concert  was  over  they  were  given  credit  for  a  most 
excellent  performance,  especially  in  the  rendition  of  the  music  for  the  exhibition 
dancing.  Later  the  orchestra  played  for  the  senior  play. 

With  only  two  members  leaving  thru  graduation  prospects  for  an  orchestra 
for  next  year  are  most  promising.  The  present  members  of  the  orchestra  are: 


Violins 

Lois  Schulz 
Alfred  Daniels 
Edward  Hoffman 
Bernice  Baker 
Adrian  Supple 
Eric  Engberg 


Cello  Helen  Boynton 
Bass  Henry  Chase 
Piano  Salome  Brand 
Flute  Henry  Dickinson 
Clarinet  John  Gorby 
Horn  Mr.  Bolle 
Trombone  Louis  Bulgrin 


Cornet 

Sutton  Laing 
Drums 

H  enry  Keough 
Conductor , 

Robert  W.  Schneider 


The  Band 

The  band  is  made  of  twenty-five  pieces,  of  which  eight  had  had  some  previous 
experience  before  this  semester. 

Under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Bolle,  who  came  to  us  from  Stout  Institute,  where 
he  directed  the  band  for  the  past  year  and  a  half,  the  band  has  made  good  progress. 
The  boys  deserve  much  credit  for  their  faithful  work. 

It  is  Mr.  Bolle’s  plan  to  have  eight  freshmen  start  in  learning  to  play  each  year 
so  that  the  places  of  those  graduating  will  be  filled,  and  to  keep  going  each  year 
without  reorganizing  and  starting  at  the  foundation,  as  they  had  to  do  this  year. 

Mr.  Schneider,  who  has  had  a  great  deal  of  musical  experience,  has  helped 
in  reorganizing  the  band,  and  his  work  has  been  greatly  appreciated. 

Judging  by  what  the  boys  have  done  in  the  past  semester,  we  look  forward 


to  a  good  band  next  year. 
Cornets 

Emmett  Krueger 
Martin  Johnson 
Lloyd  Botker 
Arthur  Barnard 
Lloyd  Beach 
Altos 

Ernest  Neale 
Herbert  Garrey 
Albert  Johnson 
Baritone 

AIr.  R.  W.  Schneider 
Cymbals 

Paul  Chapman 


Clarinets 

John  Gorby 
Reginald  Holland 
Willard  Goldring 
Alfred  Marwede 

T  rombone 

Lewis  Bulgrin 

Basses 

Ben  White 
Edward  Hoffman 


Lewis  E.  Bulgrin,  ’22 
Piccolo 

Henry  Foley 


Tenors 

John  Steele 
Donald  Easton 
Drums 

Richard  Booth 
Arnold  Mason 
John  Moore 
Saxophone 

Ralph  Safford 


Mr.  Harry  E.  Bolle,  Leader. 


The  Boys’  Glee  Club 


Nineteen  twenty-one  has  proven  to  be  a  year  of  success  for  “The  Boys’  Glee 
Club”.  Early  in  the  semester  Mr.  Fraser  built  up  around  the  few  old  members 
a  larger  and  better  Glee  Club  than  the  school  has  ever  before  been  accredited  with. 
On  all  occasions  of  importance  the  Glee  Club  was  called  upon,  and  it  performed 
with  no  little  credit.  At  the  Fathers  and  Sons  banquet  the  members  also  enter¬ 
tained.  Sutton  Laing  was  the  tenor  soloist,  and  his  unusual  talent  was  plain¬ 
ly  recognized.  The  crowning  success  of  the  year  was  the  Annual  Concert.  At 
this  time,  the  Glee  Club  was  at  its  prime,  and  its  several  selections  were  appre¬ 
ciated  by  the  public. 

This  is  the  third  year  for  the  Glee  Club.  Its  path  has  not  been  easy,  but, 
nevertheless,  it  has  added  to  the  High  School’s  honor  roll.  Alay  its  future  life 
be  equal  to  its  past. 

John  A.  Winters,  ’21 


What  is  that  dreadful,  sound  I  hear 
Echoing  down  the  hall? 

It  strikes  me  through  with  chills  and  fear, 
I  don’t  get  it  at  all. 

Is  some  one  dying,  do  you  think? 

Or  has  some  one  gone  mad  ? 

It  makes  my  heart  stand  still  and  sink. 

I  HOPE  its  not  that  bad. 

But — listen — this  is  better  now, 

Indeed,  its  almost  good, 

Whatever  are  they  trying  to  say? 

It  sounds  like  “ Kindlingwood. ” 

Yes, — Kindling  wood,  oh  what  a  dub, 

At  last — at  last  I  fall; 

’Tis  nothing  but  our  boys’  Glee  Club 
Rehearsing  in  the  hall. 


B.  D.  T. 


The  Girls’  Glee  Club 


This  organization  was  started  under  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Fraser  last  year, 
1920.  At  that  time  the  group  contained  not  more  then  fifteen  voices,  but  now 
boasts  twenty-eight.  The  members  of  this  club  are  chosen  only  from  the  several 
choruses,  and  each  girl,  after  obtaining  entrance,  receives  1-5  of  a  credit  for  her 
efforts.  The  meetings  are  held  regularly  every  Tuesday  during  Session  Period. 
The  Club  is  now  entirely  under  the  able  directorship  of  Miss  Noyes,  Mr.  Fraser 
devoting  this  same  period  to  a  like  organization  known  as  the  Boys’  Glee  Club. 
The  club  has  appeared  several  times,  once  before  P.  T.  A.,  once  before  the  weekly 
assembly,  and  finally  in  the  Annual  Spring  Concert,  Friday  evening,  April  22,  1921. 

Gwen  Purdy 


FAREWELL!  DEERFIELD. 

Our  days  of  school  are  passed  and  gone, 
Now  comes  a  day  of  last  farewell, 

Of  partings  of  the  way  of  life 
For  futures  one  can  ne’er  foretell, 

And  friends  must  part  for  ways  unknown 
Upon  life’s  time  toss’d  seas, 

And  some  will  see  bright  days  full  grown, 
And  vales  of  plenteous  ease. 

But  still  there  are,  with  ways  apart, 

The  ones  who  meet  distress — 

What  fate  will  bring  we  cannot  tell 
And  dare  not  try  to  guess. 

And  thus  we  know,  as  leave  we  take, 

Of  friends  that  stay  behind, 

E’er  next  we  see  these  same  friends — we 
May  varied  fortunes  find. 

Some  may  return,  and  some  be  gone 
To  better  lands  beyond. 

To  Deerfield  still  we  owe  the  gift 
Of  glad  days  that  are  gone, 

When  round  the  halls  and  out  of  doors 
We  laughed,  and  sang,  and  played, 

For  now  we’ve  lived  them,  they’re  gone, 
How  e’er  we  wish  they’d  stayed. 

To  Deerfield  now  we  bid  “adieu”, 

And  in  the  years  to  pass, 

When  oft  our  minds  turn  back  to  you, 

As  long  as  memories  last, 

We’ll  pay  thee  tribute  for  the  joys 
You  brought  our  childhood  days, 

And  wish  you,  to  the  very  end, 

Success  in  endless  ways. 

“Marnie”  Parkins 


The  Mandolin  Club 


The  Mandolin  Club  was  later  than  usual  this  year,  but  before  long,  under  the 
very  able  direction  of  Senor  Tomaso,  was  able  to  develop  the  same  quality  of 
music  that  has  marked  the  club  in  the  past.  The  club  was  very  fortunate  to  have 
such  a  renowned  leader  as  Senor  Tomaso,  who  is  one  of  the  finest  mandolin  teachers 
in  the  country. 

The  club  made  its  first  appearance  on  April  twenty-second  at  the  time  of  the 
Annual  Concert.  To  the  playing  of  the  Mandolin  Club  a  good  share  of  the  even¬ 
ing’s  success  can  be  attributed. 

This  year  the  membership  of  the  club  has  been  considerably  decreased  due  to 
the  fact  that  it  conflicts  with  several  other  musical  organizations.  As  very  few 
members  of  the  club  are  graduating  this  spring,  next  year  we  expect  to  have  a 
very  excellent  club.  Let  us  hope  that  it  will  be  one  that  Deerfield  can  be  proud 
of,  even  better  than  any  club  has  ever  been. 

John  AIcBride,  ’21 
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The  Booster’s  Club 


The  Boosters’  Club  is  a  brand  new  organization  formed  by  the  Junior  Girls. 
Its  object  is  clearly  suggested  by  the  title.  “Boost  the  Spirit  of  Deerfield’’,  is 
their  slogan. 

The  school  as  a  whole  felt  the  lack  of  spirit  and  cooperation  that  has  most 
surely  existed  this  year.  No  steps,  however,  had  been  publicly  taken  to  better 
this  unfortunate  condition  until  Miss  Hinman’s  Session,  which  had  already  formed 
this  organization  known  as  the  Boosters’  Club,  had  gained  the  approval  of  Mr. 
Sandwick  and  publicly  announed  a  meeting  on  March  31  of  all  those  girls  who 
wished  to  enroll.  A  large  number  attended  and  the  following  officers  were  elected: 


Grace  Durborow  . 
AIargaret  Day 
Ruth  Heaney 
Margaret  Cliggitt 
Eleanor  Clifton 


President 

Secretary 

Treasurer 

Tellers 


Owing  to  its  late  start,  the  Boosters’  Club  has  not,  so  far  as  definite  work  is 
concerned,  accomplished  a  great  deal,  although  Mr.  Sandwick  has  provided  it 
with  an  individual  bulletin  board,  where  yells  and  slogans  have  been  posted,  and 
also  a  column  in  both  the  Lake  Forester  and  the  Highland  Park  Press  have  been 
devoted  to  it. 

Such  an  organization,  with  so  definite  and  worthy  an  aim,  is  bound  to  reap 
good  results.  Inasmuch  as  it  has  brought  the  students  together  with  a  vital 
object  to  lead  them  on,  this  Club  has  helped  to  “boost  ’  the  spirit  of  Deerfield. 
May  it  continue  in  its  work  through  the  years  to  come. 

Gwen  Parry,  ’21 
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Senior  Garrick  Club 


The  Garrick  Club  was  rather  late  in  organizing  this  year.  In  spite  of  this  fact, 
however,  a  large  number  of  students  attended  the  first  meeting,  held  for  the  elec¬ 
tion  of  officers.  Those  elected  were  chosen  wisely,  for  they  have  proven  them¬ 
selves  very  capable  in  the  managing  of  the  club.  They  are  as  follows:  Ruth  Allen, 
President;  Robert  Hood,  Secretary,  and  Gwen  Parry,  Treasurer. 

“Suppressed  Desires”,  by  Susan  Glaspell,  was  the  first  play  to  be  given.  Its 
success  was  due  mainly  to  the  hard  and  tireless  work  of  the  coach,  Miss  Slattery. 
The  characters  were,  Stephen  Brewster,  Henrietta,  his  wife,  and  Mabel,  Hen¬ 
rietta’s  sister.  The  part  of  Henrietta,  who  takes  up  the  fad  of  psycho-analysis, 
was  splendidly  portrayed  by  Ruth  Allen.  David  Wheeler  impersonated  Stephen 
with  much  skill,  and  eventually  cured  his  wife’s  fad.  Gwen  Parry  was  charming 
as  the  “little  sister”,  who  also  falls  under  the  spell  of  psycho-analysis.  Of  course 
the  play  had  a  happy  end  as  most  farces  do. 

“Where,  but  in  America”,  was  recently  given  before  the  P.  T.  A.  and  the  Gar¬ 
rick  Club.  The  play  is  a  clever  little  farce,  and  the  acting  of  those  who  partici¬ 
pated  in  it  was  splendid.  The  characters  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Espenhayme  taken 
by  Leon  McDonald  and  Virginia  Purdy,  and  the  refined  Swedish  maid,  Elise 
Lauridsen.  Gwen  Purdy  also  entertained  us  with  her  reading,  “The  Littlest 
Rebel”. 

To  next  year’s  Garrick  Club  we  leave  our  best  wishes,  and  hope  that  they  will 
have  as  successful  a  year  as  we  have  had. 


Grace  Itrich,  ’21 
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Junior  Garrick  Club 

This  has  been  the  Junior  Garrick’s  first  year  and  all  told  it  has  been  a  very 
successful  one.  The  club,  composed  of  Freshmen,  was  organized  in  March,  under 
the  very  able  supervision  and  direction  of  the  Misses  Slattery  and  Munson.  At 
the  first  meeting  the  following  officers  were  elected: 

Baron  Rockwell  ........  President 

Elizabeth  Jackson  .......  Vice-President 

Wilhelmina  Spellman  .......  Secretary 

Elizabeth  Doty  ........  Treasurer 

Programs,  including  readings,  dialogues,  and  pantomines,  were  prepared,  and 
given  at  every  meeting.  These  programs  enabled  more  of  the  members  to  take 
part  than  if  plays  had  been  given. 

It  is  the  aim  of  the  club  to  give  members  of  the  Freshmen  class  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  taking  part  in  public  entertainments,  readings,  and  public  speaking. 

To  the  Junior  Garrick  Club  of  1922  we  leave  all  of  our  assets  and  debts.  We 
leave  to  them  our  best  wishes,  and  sincerely  hope  that  they  may  enjoy  as  success¬ 
ful  a  season  as  we  have. 

Baron  Rockwell,  ’24 
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Le  Cercle  Francais 


At  the  first  meeting  of  the  year  the  officers  chosen  were,  President,  Guy  Bezy; 
Vice-President,  Alice  Winston;  Secretary,  Helen  de  Anguera;  Treasurer  Elizabeth 
Morrison. 

W  e  are  fortunate  in  having  French  people  living  in  the  community.  At  the 
October  meeting  Mile.  Suzanne  Bourgoin  of  Paris  entertained  us  with  songs  and 
a  short  informal  talk  in  French. 

For  the  past  three  years  the  Cercle  Francais  has  been  sending  thirty-six  dollars 
and  fifty  cents  each  year  to  the  support  of  Raymond  Mazieres,  whose  father  was 
killed  defending  the  city  of  Verdun  in  1917.  This  year  the  November  meeting 
was  devoted  to  packing  two  Christmas  boxes  with  clothing,  food,  games  and  toys 
for  Raymond  and  his  two  little  sisters.  The  contents  of  the  boxes  and  the  cost 
of  transportation  were  supplied  by  contributions  from  members  of  the  French 
classes. 

In  January,  after  a  few  introductory  remarks  by  Miss  Griswold,  Mr.  Slocum 
gave  an  excellent  survey  of  the  history  of  the  Alsace-Lorraine  region.  A  reading 
from  Terres  Lorraines  by  Moselly  describing  the  landscape  of  the  region  was  given 
by  Virginia  Wicks  of  the  third  year  class. 

Selections  from  the  first  chapter  of  Dorothy  Canfield  Fisher’s  “Home  Fires 
in  France”,  showing  the  organization  and  customs  of  a  French  village,  occupied 
the  meeting  held  in  February. 

“The  Canadian-French”  was  the  subject  of  the  March  meeting.  The  two 
collections  of  poems  by  Drummond  known  as  “Johnnie  Courteau”  and  “The 
Habitant”  were  used.  John  Winters  and  Margaret  Parkin  read  representative 
poems  with  sympathy  and  understanding. 

In  April  the  third  year  class  presented  the  first  act  of  Labiche  and  Martin’s 
“  Le  Voyage  de  M.  Perichon”,  with  Fletcher  Seymour  as  Majorin,  John  Munro 
as  Perichon,  Virginia  Wicks  as  his  wife  and  Elena  Fantoni  as  his  daughter.  Paul 
Gorby  and  David  Munroe  played  Daniel  Savary  and  Armand  Desroches  respec¬ 
tively.  John  McBride  was  the  commandant,  Robert  Hood  his  servant,  James 
Marshall  the  ticket  seller,  and  Guy  Bezy  the  porter. 

Arrangements  were  made  whereby  Prof.  Algernon  Coleman  of  the  French 
Department  of  the  University  of  Chicago  addressed  the  May  meeting  in  French. 

The  cercle  Francais  numbers  about  seventy-five  members.  Those  who  are 
studying  French  and  anyone  else  who  is  interested  are  cordially  welcomed. 
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The  Spanish  Club 


The  year  1920-1921  has  indeed  been  a  stormy  one  for  the  D.  S.  H.  S.  Spanish 
Club.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  tireless  and  persistent  efforts  of  our  faculty  advisor 
Mi  ss  Rhodus,  the  club  would  surely  have  “gone  on  the  rocks”. 

At  our  first  meeting,  last  September,  we  elected  Arnold  Mason,  President. 
He  was,  however,  soon  taken  ill,  and  the  progress  of  the  club,  for  want  of  a  president 
was  interrupted.  There  was,  however,  still  enough  pep  in  the  club  (due  mainly 
to  Miss  Rhodus)  to  put  on  an  exceptionally  good  party.  It  was  a  bunco  party, 
and  everyone  had  a  chance  to  roll  the  ivory  cubes  to  their  hearts  content.  Re¬ 
freshments  were  served. 

Some  weeks  after  the  party  Miss  Rhodus  called  another  meeting  of  the  club 
for  the  purpose  of  electing  a  new  set  of  officers.  Those  elected  were  Donald 
McDonald,  President;  Susan  Swanton,  Vice-President;  Richard  Sandwick,  Secre¬ 
tary;  and  Garfield  Proctor,  Treasurer. 

It  has  been,  throughout  the  year,  the  purpose  of  the  club  to  entertain  and  edu¬ 
cate  its  members  with  programs  on  “Spanish  speaking  countries”.  These  pro¬ 
grams,  given  at  our  monthly  meetings  have  indeed  been  very  successful. 

The  club  regrets  that  it  will  lose  some  of  its  prominent  members  this  year  and 
it  is  certain  that  they  who  must  leave  equally  regret  that  they  shall  miss  the  ex¬ 
cellent  meetings  of  the  future. 

Donald  McDonald 


A  MID-SUMMER  SONG 

Heigho,  the  grass  is  soft  today, 

Beside  the  sparkling  brook.  I  lie 
And  dream,  while  sing  the  birds,  and  soft 
The  breezes  blow.  The  daisies  fair 
Are  fresh,  and  send  forth  odors  of 
Bewitching  joy.  For-get-me-nots 
Of  azure  hue,  their  leaflets  green 
And  blossoms  dainty,  dabble  in 
The  crystal  water.  Singing  through 
The  same  fair  sky,  a  tanager 
With  coat  of  scarlet  wends  his  weird 
Swift  flight  and,  pausing,  sends  a  clear 
And  limpid  note  of  beauty  through 
The  summer  air.  Heigho,  ’tis  fine 
To  dream  in  grass  as  soft  and  fine 
And  this,  ’neath  smiling  summer  skies. 

Elizabeth  Wilder 


The  Councilor  System 


The  Councilor  System  this  year,  headed  by  a  most  competent  chief,  Wallace 
Mcllwain,  has  proved  itself  a  capable  organization,  and  a  great  success.  It  has 
surpassed  the  efforts  and  accomplished  a  great  deal  in  maintaining  order  in  the 
corridors,  at  fire  drills,  and  in  class  rooms,  in  the  absence  of  the  teachers,  and  has 
promoted  sportsmanship  and  school  spirit  at  all  games. 

The  councilors  themselves  have  been  examples  of  good  conduct  and  sports¬ 
manship  and  have  succeeded  in  raising  even  more  the  high  standard  of  Deerfield- 
Shields.  It  has  been  the  general  feeling  that  this  year’s  system  has  excelled  its 
predecessors  in  competency. 


John  Cole 
George  Geraghty 
Paul  Gorby 
Robert  Hood 
Sutton  Laing 
John  McBride 
Frank  Parcells 
James  Marshall 
Herbert  McNulta 
Garfield  Proctor 


Robert  Hood 
George  Glader 
George  Geraghty 
Irving  Conrad 
John  Cole 
Frank  Parcells 
Donald  McDonald 
Sutton  Laing 
John  McBride 
Sidney  Wadsworth 
Marshall  Wylie 
Robert  Rogers 
Henry  Keough 
Fred  Eggan 
Erwin  Dreiske 
Karl  Anderson 
Edward  Baldwin 


COUNCILORS 
First  Semester 

Wallace  McIlwain,  Chief 


Warren  Stanger 
Arnold  Alason 
Theodore  Watt 
Grace  Swanton 
Nathalia  Edstrand 
Blanche  Bollinger 
Margaret  Burridge 
Edna  Kelley 
Alice  Swanton 
Virginia  Easton 
Ruth  Allen 


Edna  Walther 
Elizabeth  Morrison 
Margaret  Vetter 
Lucille  Spellman 
Hayes  Dick 
Alice  W  inston 
Lois  Huber 
John  Anderson 
Graham  Keagle 
Earl  Frisb  ie 


COUNCILORS 
Second  Semester 
Wallace  McIlwain,  Chief 


Henry  Dickinson 
Richard  Sandwich 
Arnold  Werhane 
Jack  Rogers 
Helen  Bell 
Alice  Swanton 
Ruth  Allen 
Elsie  Baker 
Nathalia  Edstrand 
Salome  Brand 
Virginia  Newcomb 
Virginia  Easton 
Helen  Gray 
Grace  Itrich 
Blanche  Jacobs 
Florence  Shreve 
Earl  Frisbie 


John  Anderson 
William  Kriesant 
Alfred  Marwede 
Edward  Laing 
Richard  Grant 
Alden  Greene 
Hayes  Rhinesmith 
Joseph  Proctor 
Daniel  Rogers 
Edmond  Lehmkuhl 
Roy  Carrington 
Cassel  Dever 
Richard  Hess 
Alverda  Helming 
Constance  Bock 
Grace  Durborow 
Helen  Aldridge 


Alverda  Helming 
Lois  Dunning 
Irma  Irons 
Margaret  Day 
Theodore  Barr 
Martin  Johnson 
Harriet  Gorby 
Martha  Butler 
Richard  Sandwich 
Dorothy  Haines 


Robert  Wolff 
John  Munro 
Warren  Stanger 
Milton  St.  Peter 
Lillian  Tucker 
Alice  Robertson 
Elizabeth  Morrison 
Bernice  Pearl 
Victorine  Day 
Alarie  Bletsch 
Nafey  Larson 
Olive  Rees 
Alice  Witt 
Dorothy  Reay 
Wilhelmina  Spellman 


Robert  Hood,  ’21 


The  Blue  and  White  Club 

This  year  a  new  organization  has  been  introduced  in  the  school  under  the  name 
of  the  Blue  and  White  Club.  The  purpose  of  this  club  is  to  arouse  interest  in 
bettering  the  civic  conditions  of  the  school  and  community.  Mr.  Brooks  very 
kindly  took  charge  of  the  club,  and  set  this  new  institution  on  its  feet. 

The  first  meeting  was  held  after  the  opening  of  the  second  semester.  At  the 
beginning  several  meetings  were  taken  up  in  electing  the  officers  and  drawing  up 
the  constitution.  The  following  were  elected  as  the  officers:  John  McBride, 
president;  Irving  Conrad,  secretary.  Since  the  club  meets  only  every  two  weeks 
it  was  quite  a  while  before  any  of  the  real  work  could  begin.  After  the  election 
of  officers,  however,  Air.  Brooks  gave  some  material  to  the  club  for  investigation. 
In  this  way  interest  was  promoted  in  the  local  government  of  the  school  and  city. 
This  new  interest  ought  to  help  greatly  in  carrying  on  the  student  government 
of  the  school. 

The  organization  has  a  good  start  this  year  and  it  ought  to  do  some  very  ex¬ 
cellent  work  next  year.  In  the  future  the  club  will  surely  hold  up  the  colors  of 
the  school,  the  Blue  and  White  of  Deerfield. 

John  McBride,  ’21 
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WEARERS  OF  THE  “D”  IN  FOOTBALL 


F.  Parcells,  (Captain) 

G.  Proctor,  (Captain-elect) 

J.  Bolan,  (Ex-captain) 

G.  Weber 

D.  McDonald 

W.  McIlwain 

R.  Sandwick 

SCORES 

F.  Watt 

T.  Watt 

E.  Baldwin 

V.  Spellman 
C.  Steele 

G.  Keagle 

G.  Geraghty, 

(Manager) 

Sept.  1 8 

Deerfield 

10 

Alumni 

6 

Sept.  25 

Deerfield 

41 

Austin 

0 

Oct.  2 

Deerfield 

14 

Waukegan 

0 

Oct.  9 

Deerfield 

40 

LaG  range 

7 

Oct.  16 

Deerfield 

27 

Bloom 

7 

Oct.  23 

Deerfield 

7 

Evanston 

6 

Oct.  30 

Deerfield 

1 4. 

New  Trier 

21 

Nov.  5 

Deerfield 

7 

Proviso 

0 

Nov.  13 

Deerfield 

0 

Oak  Park 

21 

Total  Scores  Deerfield 

WEARERS  OF 

Heavyweights 

W.  McIlwain,  (Captain) 

R.  Parcells 

J.  Bolan 

E.  Baldwin 

G.  Glader 

J.  Cole 

D.  McDonald 

160 

THE  “D”  IN 

SCORES 

Heavyweights 

Opponents 

BASKETBALL 

Lightweights 

R.  Hood 

S.  Laing 

G.  Geraghty 

F.  Seymour 

C.  Stewart 

E.  Frisbie 

G.  Keagle 

68 

Dec.  1 1 

Deerfield 

32 

Waller 

19 

Dec.  18 

Deerfield 

28 

Crane 

7 

Dec.  29 

Deerfield 

43 

Englewood 

9 

Jan.  7 

Deerfield 

10 

New  Trier 

21 

Jan.  14 

Deerfield 

8 

Oak  Park 

18 

Jan.  18 

Deerfield 

28 

Libert  yville 

4 

[an.  20 

Deerfield 

25 

Proviso 

10 

fan.  28 

Deerfield 

14 

Bloom 

22 

Feb.  1 

Deerfield 

12 

New  Trier 

34 

Feb.  4 

Deerfield 

15 

Oak  Park 

19 

Feb.  8 

Deerfield 

25 

Proviso 

12 

Feb.  1 1 

Deerfield 

20 

Bloom 

22 

Feb.  18 

Deerfield 

24 

Morton 

21 

Feb.  21 

Deerfield 

23 

Morton 

17 

Feb.  25 

Deerfield 

29 

Thornton 

17 

Mar.  3 

Deerfield 

34 

Thornton 

22 

Mar.  10 

Deerfield 

35 

Onarga 

is 

Mar.  11 

Deerfield 

73 

Plainfield 

1 7 

Mar.  12 

Deerfield 

IS 

New  Trier 

30 

Total 

Deerfield 

507 

Lightweights 

Opponents 

339 

Dec.  11 

Deerfield 

17 

Waller 

is 

Dec.  8 

Deerfield 

14 

Crane 

4 

Dec.  29 

Deerfield 

12 

Englewood 

IS 

fan.  7 

Deerfield 

14 

New  Trier 

20 

fan.  14 

Deerfield 

IS 

Oak  Park 

1 1 

fan.  18 

Deerfield 

29 

Libertwille 

4 

fan.  20 

Deerfield 

14 

Proviso 

8 

fan.  28 

Deerfield 

13 

Blocm 

7 

Feb.  1 

Deerfield 

15 

New  Trier 

16 

Feb.  4 

Deerfield 

1 1 

Oak  Park 

13 

Feb.  8 

Deerfield 

7 

Proviso 

8 

Feb. 1 1 

Deerfield 

17 

Bloom 

10 

Feb. 18 

Deerfield 

12 

Morton 

8 

Feb.  21 

Deerfield 

12 

Morton 

11 

Feb.  25 

Deerfield 

8 

Thornton 

5 

Mar.  3 

Deerfield 

30 

Thornton 

12 

Total 

Deerfield 

240 

81 

Opponents 

167 

The  Camera  Club 


Rah  for!  the  Camera  Club , 

Deerfield' s  esteemed , 

From  us  came  the  pictures 
“  The  Deerfield ”  Aar  gleaned. 

The  Camera  Club  of  Deerfield  held  its  first  meeting  on  Thursday,  March  14, 
1921.  During  this  meeting  Theodore  Barr  was  elected  president;  Alice  Winston, 
vice-president;  Margaret  Day,  secretary  and  treasurer. 

It  began  with  a  bang!  and  carried  on  through  the  year  in  grand  old  style,  for 
at  the  first  meeting  twenty-five  pledged  themselves  interested  in  the  picturesque 
side  of  Deerfield,  and  promised  to  turn  in  at  least  one-snap  shot  at  each  meeting 
of  the  club.  These  pictures  were  all  to  be  of  school  activities  and  happenings, 
and  out  of  this  multitude  were  to  be  selected  the  best  and  most  interesting  tograce 
the  pages  of  The  Deerfield. 

Interest  ran  high,  when  it  was  announced  there  were  to  be  contests  for  the 
finest  pictures.  The  first  contest  was  for  the  best  picture  of  a  teacher  and  that 
of  Air.  Zipoy,  taken  by  Louis  Bulgrin,  won  the  prize. 

After  this,  more  contests  followed,  and  plenty  of  good  pictures  found  their 
way  to  the  box  on  the  bulletin  board. 

However,  the  most  exciting  time  in  this  year’s  history  of  the  Camera  Club  was 
the  picnic  at  Briergate,  the  Reay’s  farm  near  Deerfield.  This  memorable  event 
occurred  on  Monday,  April  25,  1921,  and  most  all  the  members  of  the  club  went. 
Did  we  have  a  good  time?  I’ll  say  we  did! 

All  during  the  year  we  had  plenty  of  fun  and  competition  with  our  pictures, 
and  we  hope  the  Camera  Clubs  which  succeed  us  will  have  as  interesting  and  en¬ 
thusiastic  organizations  as  we  have.  As  for  fun — I  doubt  if  they  could  have 
better  times,  but  here’s  wishing  them  all  sorts  of  good  luck. 

AIargaret  Parkin,  ’22 


The  Senior  Play 


The  Class  of  1921  of  the  Deerfield  Shields  High  School  presented,  “What 
Happened  to  Jones”,  a  modern  play  by  George  H.  Broadhurst,  at  the  Ravinia 
Theater  on  Saturday  evening,  June  4th.  The  play,  a  very  clever  farce,  abounds 
in  spirit  and  action. 

The  stately  and  dignified  Mrs.  Goodly,  in  real  life  known  as  Salome  Brand, 
displayed  her  great  genius  for,  “taking  care  of  her  husband”,  Ebenezer,  who  is 
a  meek,  hen-pecked,  professor.  Ebenezer  was  splendidly  portrayed  by  none  other 
than  Deerfield’s  sturdy  athlete,  Frank  Parcells.  Richard  Heatherly  is  engaged 
to  Marjorie  Goodly,  but  alas!  their  love  is  soon  to  be  blighted  only  to  be  rekindled 
in  the  last  act.  The  parts  of  Marjorie  and  Richard  were  well  played  by  Gwen 
Parry  and  David  Wheeler. 

Ebenezer,  after  much  persuasion,  accompanies  Richard  to  a  prize-fight,  and 
returns  in  a  sadly  shattered  condition.  They  are  followed  by  Jones,  whom  they 
shelter  from  the  police,  and  who  is  later  introduced  to  Ebenezer’s  wife,  daughters, 
and  ward  as  the  Bishop  of  Ballarat.  John  Winters  deserves  much  praise  for  his 
excellent  interpretations  of  two  decidedly  different  characters.  Donald  McDonald, 
the  detective,  and  Ruth  Allen  as  Minerva,  and  intellectual  being,  also  should  be 
given  honorable  mention. 

In  the  second  act  Jones  falls  in  love  with  Ebenezer’s  ward,  Cicely,  portrayed 
by  Nathalia  Edstrand.  Three  delightful  personages,  Alvina,  the  Bishop,  and 
Brigbee,  because  of  the  queer  circumstances  and  their  clever  action,  presented 
several  laughable  scenes.  These  parts  were  taken  by  Grace  Erich,  Robert  Rogers, 
and  Sidney  Wadsworth  respectively.  Elsie  Baker  as  the  blunt  Swedish  maid  also 
brought  forth  many  a  hearty  laugh  from  the  audience. 

In  the  last  act  all  the  complications  are  cleared  up  when  the  real  Bishop  is 
identified  and  Bigbee  is  taken  back  to  the  sanitarium  by  Fuller,  (Irving  Conrad). 
The  play  draws  to  a  close  when  Richard  and  Alarjorie  are  reunited,  and  Jones 
has  gained  permission  to  call  on  Cicely. 

The  success  of  the  play  was  largely  due  to  Miss  Slattery’s  endless  patience 
and  perseverance  in  coaching  the  members  of  the  cast. 

Nathalia  Louise  Edstrand,  ’21 
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NUMBER  984319B* 

As  Julia  folded  the  crisp,  new  bill  and  tucked  it  into  her  purse,  she  smiled 
happily  at  the  clerk. 

“Good  morning,  sir”,  she  said,  “and  thank  you.” 

Outside,  the  air  was  cool  and  fresh.  A  bright  sun  was  shining,  and  the  faintest 
of  breezes  was  blowing.  Julia  felt  instinctively  that  it  was  Spring,  and  she  de¬ 
cided  that  she  would  much  prefer  to  walk  home  than  ride  in  a  stuffy  car. 

She  stopped  to  gaze  wistfully  at  the  window-display  of  the  Tawcut  Flower 
Shop.  In  the  center  was  a  basket  of  fragrant,  long-stemmed  American  Beauties. 
Near  them  was  a  vase  of  the  dainty  tea-roses  of  which  Mrs.  Cupples  was  so  fond. 
But  in  the  corner  Julia  saw  what  she  loved  best, — the  sweetest  bunch  of  sweet 
peas  that  she  had  ever  seen. 

“Only  a  dollar,”  she  murmured.  But  in  the  same  breath  she  added,  “Whew! 
That’s  an  enormous  price!  I’ll  have  to  satisfy  myself  with  window-shopping 
today.  ” 

It  had  always  been  an  ambition  of  hers  to  ride  in  the  top  of  an  omnibus.  “  But, 
no,  that  would  cost  fifty  cents, ’’she  said  mentally, “and  a  poor  personage  like  me 
can’t  afford  such  luxuries,”  and  dismissed  the  thought. 

It  will  always  remain  a  question  why  people  instinctively  stop  before  a  delica¬ 
tessen  window.  Julia’s  heart  skipped  a  beat  when  she  saw  the  big  cream-puffs, 
generously  filled  with  whipped-cream  and  frosted  with  chocolate.  She  had  not 
stopped  long  before  she  opened  her  purse  and  took  out  the  green  bill.  No, — she 
changed  her  mind  and  walked  on, — they  could  not  have  cream-puffs  for  supper 
that  night,  when  they  were  twenty  cents  apiece. 

“What  big,  luscious  strawberries!”  she  heard  herself  exclaim.  “Wouldn’t  it 
be  a  treat  to  have  them  with  cream  for  dinner?”  Mentally  she  calculated, — - 
“Strawberries  are  seventy-five  cents  a  pint.  Oh!  what  a  luxury!” 

In  the  dry-goods  store  a  few  doors  away  she  saw  two  pairs  of  pink-and--white 
checked  rompers  that  would  be  just  the  thing  for  the  twins.  But  on  second 
thought  she  remembered  that  the  twins  had  six  pairs  each  already,  and  they  never 
wore  them.  So  she  passed  on. 

Julia  found  her  way  into  the  little  book-store  on  the  corner. 

“How  much  is  that  quill, — the  peacock-feather  in  the  window?”  she  asked 
the  saleslady. 

“One  dollar,”  replied  the  clerk,  crisply,  for  the  long  day  had  tired  her  both 
mentally  and  physically. 

“I’ll  take  it,”  said  Julia,  smiling,  picturing  the  pretty  quill  on  her  little  mahog¬ 
any  desk.  She  opened  her  purse,  and  shut  it  with  a  bang.  “No,”  she  added, 
“I  can’t.  I’m  sorry,  though, — .  Maybe,  next  week — ” 

“All  right.” 

Julia  hastened  out  of  the  store,  clutching  her  purse  tightly.  She  sighed  when 
she  reached  the  open  air.  “Almost  gone,”  she  murmured. 

In  the  candy-store  nearby  was  a  heart-shaped  box  of  chocolate-creams,  but 
Julia,  though  her  tooth  was  indeed  a  sweet  one,  passed  on. 

“Oh,  dear!  I’m  so  wasteful,”  she  said,  “I  must  be  careful.  I  must  try — ! 
Oh!  what  a  huge  sign!” 

She  read  it  slowly: 

SAVE  A  DOLLAR 
EARN  A  DOLLAR 

Inwardly,  she  chuckled.  A  man  opened  the  door,  and  she  went  into  the  new 
bank,  and  stood  in  line  with  other  folks  just  as  eager  and  gay  as  she. 

She  opened  her  purse,  drawing  out  the  bill,  still  as  clean  and  crisp  as  it  was 
when  the  clerk  had  given  it  in  change  for  a  check  from  her  great-aunt.  She  opened 
it  out  wide  and  smiled  at  it. 

“No.  9843 19B,”  she  read.  “Oh!  haven’t  we  two  had  some  adventure  together 
today?” 

Marie  Bletsch,  English  II 

*Editor’s  Note — This  story  received  first  prize  in  the  thrift  story  contest. 
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THE  CAESAR  RING 

On  my  seventeenth  birthday  I  was  given  a  ring.  It  is  old  in  design,  yet  strange¬ 
ly  peculiar  in  its  whole  appearance.  The  stone  is  slightly  longer  than  it  is  wide 
and  is  quaintly  set  in  Roman  gold.  At  first  glance  it  looks  black,  but  in  certain 
lights  it  is  a  dull  wine  color,  ever  changing  with  the  glow  of  an  ancient  fire.  In 
this  stone  is  chiseled  a  head  of  Caesar  crowned  with  laurels,  and  it  is  this  head 
that  I  have  come  to  regard  with  reverence.  The  ring  is  very  well  detailed  and 
unusually  odd,  but  although  I  admire  it  I  never  really  cared  for  it  until  I  learned 
its  story. 

Shortly  before  the  days  of  the  American  Revolution,  my  great-great-grand¬ 
father  was  traveling  in  Rome.  Late  one  afternoon,  while  he  was  walking  through 
the  Public  Gardens,  a  terrified  looking  Italian  stepped  from  behind  a  clump  of 
shrubs  and  said  in  low,  broken  tones  that  showed  his  fear,  “For  God’s  sake,  sir, 
give  me  your  cloak.”  Just  then  a  shot  was  fired,  and  the  stranger  tore  the  long, 
black  mantle  from  my  ancestor’s  shoulders,  pressed  something  into  his  hand,  and 
disappeared  whence  he  had  come.  All  this  had  happened  like  a  flash  of  light¬ 
ning;  several  moments  passed  before  my  relative  realized  what  had  happened. 
When  he  finally  examined  the  object  in  his  hand,  he  found  the  Caesar  ring. 

From  that  day  to  this  its  origin  has  been  a  complete  mystery.  The  author¬ 
ities  were  unfamiliar  with  it;  the  journals  never  gave  a  clew  to  the  incident.  Some 
years  later  in  an  historical  novel  of  Italy,  a  bit  of  description  was  found  that  might 
well  have  suited  this  trinket,  but  there  is  no  proof;  probably  the  similarity  is  only 
fancy.  Through  four  generations  the  mystery  has  remained  unsolved. 

Elizabeth  Morrison,  ’22 


BACK  TO  THE  SIMPLE  LIFE 

“And  the  rubbers,  and  the  raincoats,  and  the  umbrellas,”  droned  Mrs.  Weston. 

“My  dear  Agnes,  do  you  expect  a  flood?”  exclaimed  the  professor,  walking 
over  to  his  wife’s  side. 

“Now  Henry,  this  is  all  your  doing!  I  do  wish  you  would  stop  interrupting. 
We’ll  never  get  off  by  ten  o’clock!” 

The  spacious  living-room  of  the  Weston  mansion  was  in  a  sad  state  of  con¬ 
fusion.  A  roll  of  army  blankets  lay  in  one  corner,  a  tool  box  in  another,  outing 
clothes  all  over  the  floor. 

A  knock  at  the  door. 

“Is  that  you,  Jones?” 

“Yes,  ma’am. ” 

“Well,  come  in  and  take  the  rest  of  this  luggage  out.  We’re  almost  swamped.” 

Jones,  in  a  trim  chauffeur’s  suit,  entered  the  room  and  carried  out  the  roll  of 
blankets. 

“You  didn’t  forget  to  put  in  my  golf  suit,  did  you,  mother?” 

“Why,  Phil,  we  aren’t  going  near  a  golf  course!”,  exclaimed  Mrs.  W'reston  in 
distress. 

The  professor  looked  up  from  the  table  where  he  was  sorting  papers. 

“  Didn’t  I  tell  you  to  wear  your  old  clothes?  Look  at  him,  Agnes!  The  pink 
of  perfection!  This  life  will  be  exactly  what  he  needs.  That  idea  of  mine  was 
a  wonder!” 

Phil,  twenty-two,  good-looking,  just  out  of  college,  registered  disgust  and  left 
the  room. 

“I  suppose  Marion  is  wearing  her  evening  dress,”  muttered  the  professor 
savagely. 

“Well,  whatever  happens,  it’s  all  your  fault,”  announced  his  wife,  as  she 
tied  her  veil  securely  under  her  chin.  “Come  on,  it’s  after  ten  thirty  now.” 

The  professor  put  on  his  linen  duster  and  cap,  and  pronounced  himself  ready. 
Phil  was  in  the  car,  endeavoring,  with  the  aid  of  Jones,  to  find  room  for  the  rest 
of  the  family. 
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“Marion  and  I  will  sit  in  front  with  Jones,  and  you  and  Dad  get  in  back,” 
said  Phil  as  his  mother  and  father  approached  the  car. 

“Marion  always  delays  everything,”  said  her  father,  hoistingMrs.  Weston  over 
the  luggage.  At  that  moment  the  girl  came  running  out  of  the  home. 

“I  couldn’t  decide  which  veil  to  wear,  so  that’s  what  kept  me  so  long,”  as  she 
climbed  into  the  front  seat. 

The  professor,  having  by  some  clever  maneuvering,  gotten  his  long  legs  fas¬ 
tened  about  a  suitcase,  leaned  back,  and,  lighting  his  pipe,  said  cheerfully,  “Let’s 
be  off.”  And  the  big  car  rolled  down  the  drive  while  the  servants  stood  at  the 
windows  and  shook  their  heads. 

Now  that  they  are  really  off,  a  word  of  explanation  is  necessary.  Professor 
Weston,  a  wealthy  inventor,  had  recently  conceived  the  idea  that  the  human  race 
was  becoming  too  civilized.  Therefore  he  had  purchased  an  outfit,  such  as  he 
imagined  his  grandfather  might  have  possessed,  and  persuaded  his  family  that 
the  only  thing  to  do  was  to  go  back  to  the  simple  life.  Jones  was  to  drive  them 
to  some  wilderness  and  there  leave  them,  much  as  the  uncle  of  the  “Babes  in 
the  Woods”  had  done.  From  there  on  they  intended  to  live  rather  hermit-like. 

There  was  a  surprising  silence  among  the  members  of  the  party,  just  setting 
out  on  such  an  exciting  adventure.  Marion,  the  eighteen-year-old  debutante, 
was  wondering  whether  Algernon  would  allow  her  to  go  into  the  deep,  dark  woods 
without  following  her.  Phil  was  wondering  whether  Lucile  could  possibly  exist 
without  him.  Mrs.  Weston  was  wondering  how  she  had  ever  consented  to  such 
an  idiotic  plan.  And  Adr.  Weston  was  wondering  whether  he  would  enjoy  chopping 
down  trees  and  living  as  his  primitive  forefathers  had  done,  instead  of  having 
breakfast  served  in  bed  every  morning. 

After  riding  an  hour,  “Gracious!”  remarked  Marion,  “Aren’t  we  far  enough 
yet!  This  looks  like  the  African  jungle!” 

“My  dear,”  answered  her  father,  “we  have  just  left  the  city.” 

“Well,  Henry,  you  needn’t  think  you  can  drag  me  off  to  some  God-forsaken 
spot!” — this  from  Mrs.  Weston. 

Jones  and  Phil  grinned. 

After  another  hour,— “Henry,  this  is  far  enough.  It’s  very  wild  here!” 

“Yes,  if  we  go  any  farther,  the  bears  might  eat  us  up!”  laughed  Phil. 

“Jones,  stop  right  here!” 

“But  my  dear, —  ” 

“Jones,  did  you  hear  me?” 

The  car  stopped  at  one  side  of  the  road  and  the  party  climbed  out  rather 
stiffly. 

“Oh,  this  is  a  darling  place!  All  woodsy  and  lovely!”  cried  Marion  as  she 
faltered  along  on  her  high  heels. 

Jones  finished  unloading  the  car  and  started  down  the  road,  leaving  a  cloud 
of  dust  behind  him  and  four  rather  helpless  looking  individuals. 

“I  think  the  first  thingone generally  does  is  to  start  a  fire,”  said  the  professor, 
pulling  off  his  coat  and  rolling  up  his  sleeves.  “  I’ll  go  and  get  some  sticks.  ”  The 
tall,  thin  professor,  with  his  gray  hair  and  spectacles,  made  a  comical  sight  as  he 
started  through  the  woods. 

Mrs.  Weston  began  to  open  the  bundle  containing  food. 

“Dad’s  quite  like  old  Robinson!”  remarked  Phil,  carefully  brushing  a  twig 
from  his  spotless  suit. 

Alarion  had  seated  herself  beneath  a  tree  and  started  her  novel  with  great 
enthusiasm.  If  this  was  leading  a  simple  life,  it  was  quite  ideal. 

In  a  short  time  the  professor  returned  with  an  armful  of  small  branches.  He 
dropped  them  with  a  sigh  of  relief  and  mopped  his  forehead. 

“  Quite  a  job,  ”  he  said  cheerfully.  “  Agnes,  what  did  I  do  with  those  matches  ?  ” 

“They’re  here  somewhere,”  said  his  wife,  beginning  to  search  the  pile  of  lug¬ 
gage- 

“You  know,  in  order  to  be  really  primitive,  you  ought  to  rub  two  sticks  to¬ 
gether!”  announced  Phil  from  his  seat  on  a  pile  of  blankets. 
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“Well,”  growled  his  father,  “if  you  would  talk  less  and  work  more,  we  might 
have  some  lunch!” 

“There  aren’t  any  matches  here,” said  Mrs.  Weston,  after  a  careful  search. 
“If  you  hadn’t  insisted  on  coming  so  far,  you  might  have  walked  back  for  some!” 

“Now  Agnes,  don’t  be  disturbed.  This  isn’t  a  picnic  you  know.  We  don’t 
really  need  a  fire  anyhow.  It’s  much  too  warm.” 

So  the  lunch  packed  by  the  good  Irish  cook  was  devoured  by  the  hungry  her¬ 
mits  until  not  a  crumb  remained. 

“And  now  we  shall  begin  in  earnest.  All  our  cooked  food  is  gone,  and  we  shall 
have  to  find  our  food.  I  have  a  gun  someplace,”  and  the  professor  drew  a  22  from 
a  roll  of  blankets. 

“Going  to  hunt  lions?”  asked  Phil,  opening  his  cigarette  case  and  closing  it 
with  a  sigh. 

“No,  I’m  going  to  see  if  I  can’t  shoot  a  rabbit  or  two!” 

“Well,  good  luck!  Don’t  deprive  the  forest  of  all  the  wild  animals!” 

The  professor,  looking  quite  like  a  Pilgrim,  strode  through  the  woods  very 
majestically,  his  rifle  over  his  shoulder. 

“I  think  your  father’s  a  little  crazy!”  said  Mrs.  Weston.  “The  idea  of  his 
going  hunting  in  these  woods.” 

Airs.  Weston  and  Phil  now  began  to  put  up  the  tent,  about  which  they  knew 
absolutely  nothing,  leaving  Marion  and  her  novel  under  the  tree.  After  an  hour’s 
labor,  a  rather  wobbly  affair,  somewhat  resembling  a  tent  was  the  result.  The 
sun  was  setting  and  they  were  wondering  whether  the  professor  had  been  eaten 
by  one  of  the  rabbits,  when  he  burst  through  the  bushes  looking  as  though  he  had 
seen  a  ghost. 

“Henry,  what  is  the  matter?”  cried  Airs.  Weston,  running  to  his  side. 

“A  bear!”  he  gasped,  “an  awful  bear!  I  almost  shot  him.  He  almost  ate 
me  up,”  growing  hysterical. 

Phil  burst  into  gales  of  laughter,  Marion  didn’t  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry, 
and  Airs.  Weston  looked  as  if  she  might  do  both. 

By  the  time  he  had  calmed  down,  the  woods  had  grown  quite  dark.  The  wind 
began  to  rise  and  the  spirits  of  the  party  began  to  fall. 

“Oh,”  wailed  Marion,  “I’ll  never  see  Algernon  again.  Why  doesn’t  he  come 
after  me?” 

“We’ll  have  to  open  a  can  of  sardines,  I  guess,”  said  Airs.  Weston  sarcas¬ 
tically,  “seeing  that  you  didn’t  bring  back  any  rabbits  and  forgot  the  matches.” 

By  the  light  of  a  flash  light  which  Phil  had  had  presence  of  mind  enough  to 
bring,  the  hermits  ate  sardines  on  hunks  of  bread  and  drank  water  from  the  ther¬ 
mos  bottles. 

“  Just  think  what  would  have  happened  if  we  hadn’t  had  canned  food,  or  ther¬ 
mos  bottles,  or — ”  a  flash  of  lightning  stopped  Mrs.  Weston’s  words. 

“Oh,”  moaned  Alarion,  “it’s  going  to  storm,  and  I’m  so  afraid  of  storms! 
And  we’re  way  off  here  where  there  are  bears!”  and  she  sobbed  bitterly. 

Phil  grinned  and  patted  his  sister’s  shoulder.  This  was  going  to  be  a  pretty 
good  joke  on  Dad! 

“You’re  all  a  pack  of  cowards!”  cried  the  professor,  pacing  up  and  down. 
“Why  this  is  wonderful!  Think  of  being  out  in  a  storm!  Just  like  old  Tom  Sawyer 
and  his  pals!” 

“Well,  it  may  be  wonderful,  and  just  like  Tom  Sawyer,  and  you  may  stay  out 
in  it  as  long  as  you  like,  but  I’m  going  to  bed.  And  furthermore  I’m  going  home 
tomorrow  morning,”  and  Mrs.  Weston  entered  the  tent  followed  by  her  sobbing 
daughter. 

A  loud  clap  of  thunder  and  a  rush  of  rain  brought  another  wail  from  Marion. 

“I  want  to  go  home!”  she  cried. 

“Brace  up!”  called  her  father,  “this  is  glorious!” 

The  wind  rose  and  the  tent  shook. 
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“Well,  Dad,  I  think  I’ll  turn  in!  Enjoy  yourself!”  and  Phil  crawled  into  the 
wabbling  tent.  The  professor  soon  changed  his  mind  about  the  weather  being 
glorious  and  lay  down  beside  his  son  in  true  hermit  fashion. 

What  a  night  that  was!  The  family  huddled  together  in  an  attempt  to  keep 
dry,  for  the  rain  was  leaking  through  the  water-proof  tent;  and  in  spite  of  the  um¬ 
brellas  which  the  hermits  had  opened,  they  were  far  from  comfortable.  The  thun¬ 
der  roared,  the  lightning  flashed,  the  wind  howled,  Marion  wept,  Mrs.  Weston 
scolded,  Phil  laughed,  and  the  professor  alone  said  nothing. 

At  the  first  gray  streak  of  dawn,  Mrs.  Weston  put  on  her  raincoat  and  rubbers, 
took  an  umbrella,  and  announced  her  intention  of  walking  home. 

“But,  my  dear,”  said  the  professor  feebly,  “it’s  too  far  home,  and  I’m  sure 
it  will  clear  up.” 

“Will  it?”  exclaimed  his  wife.  “I’m  going  home!” 

“Wait  a  minute,  mother.  I’m  going  with  you,”  said  Phil,  pulling  on  his  rain¬ 
coat. 

“So  am  I”,  added  Marion,  and  triumphantly  the  three  set  off  down  the  muddy 
road. 

An  hour  later,  the  professor  started  on  the  homeward  path,  defeat  in  every 
step.  Not  only  had  his  plan  not  worked  out,  but  had  he  not  discovered  that  his 
bear  was  but  a  cow?  For  when  he  was  sitting  disconsolately  before  the  wind¬ 
blown  tent,  a  large  Jersey  cow  had  wandered  out  of  the  woods  and  after  gazing 
at  him  mildly  had  walked  away. 

When  the  hermits  had  finally  assembled  in  their  modern  and  civilized  domicile 
the  relief  was  general. 

The  next  morning  there  came  a  light  tap  at  the  professor’s  door.  “  Breakfast, sir.  ” 

As  the  tempting  meal  was  set  before  him,  he  murmured,  “After  all,  this  life 
is  simple  enough.”  Virginia  Wicks,  ’22 


GET  INTO  THE  CHRISTMAS  SPIRIT! 

Several  weeks  ago  when  the  flakes  of  snow  hinted  that  the  holidays  were  draw¬ 
ing  near,  the  French  Club  of  Deerfield-Shields  began  to  feel  the  Christmas  Spirit 
in  the  air,  so  we  started  to  pack  a  big  box  for  our  adopted  children  that  live  on  a 
little  farm  in  Southern  France. 

These  poor  little  peasants  lost  their  father  in  the  war,  and  they  have  known 
hard  times.  Emilie  trudges  three  kilometers  each  day  in  order  to  attend  the  dis¬ 
trict  school,  and  her  twelve  year  old  brother,  Reymond,  plows  in  the  fields  from 
sun  up  to  sun  down  at  twenty  cents  a  day.  He  feels  his  position  strongly,  and 
tries  to  show  his  tired  mother  that  he  is  a  man  now,  and  able  to  take  his  father’s 
place. 

When  we  started  to  fill  the  box,  we  found  that  the  enthusiastic  students  had 
brought  a  grand  conglomeration  of  dolls,  toys,  footballs,  mittens,  candy,  pop-corn, 
canned-goods  including  a  plum-pudding,  and  almost  everything  that  would  make 
our  little  friends  happy.  Guy  Bezy  told  us  that  coffee  and  peanuts  were  coveted 
delicacies,  so  we  sent  large  tins  of  coffee  to  the  mother  and  large  tins  of  peanuts 
to  the  children.  Each  article  was  wrapped  in  white  tissue  paper,  stickers  were 
pasted  on  freely  and  cards  of  greeting,  written  in  French,  accompanied  each  of 
the  mysterious  bundles. 

Everyone  that  helped  pack  that  box  was  glad  to  have  had  a  part  in  giving 
one  family  something  beside  the  daily  necessities  of  life,  something  that  would 
cheer  them  on  Christmas  Day.  Now,  let’s  all  get  into  the  Christmas  Spirit. 
The  Weather  Alan  has  a  dreadful  grouch,  and  it’s  getting  late,  so  come  on  now! 
It’s  so  worth  while! 

Elizabeth  AIorrison,  ’22 
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MR.  DICK 

(With  Apologies  to  Kipling) 

You  may  talk  of  “E’s”  and  “G’s” 

When  you’ve  never  known  “Fd’s” 

And  your  work  is  always  easy  in  a  class; 

But  when  it  comes  to  quizzes, 

Your  brain  just  “pops”  and  “fizzes” 

And  you  thank  your  lucky  star  to  get  a  pass. 

Now  in  Deerfield’s  studious  bowers 

Where  I  used  to  spend  my  hours 

A-trying  to  get  some  knowledge  thru  the  thick, 

Of  all  that  driving  crew 

The  finest  man  I  knew 

Was  our  overseeing  master,  Mr.  Dick. 

He  was  Dick,  Dick,  Dick, 

You  solemn  lump  of  knowledge,  Air.  Dick. 

Hi!  commandeering  master, 

“Exes”  give  ’em,  give  ’em  faster. 

You  sober,  steady  teacher,  Mr.  Dick. 

The  smile  that  he  had 
Seemed  sorta  halfway  sad 

And  he  rarely  laughed  enough  to  make  a  noise; 
But  he  always  liked  a  joke, 

On  occasions  he  would  poke 
A  little  bit  of  fun  at  all  the  boys 
And  his  honored  Samurai 
Were  the  apples  of  his  eye; 

He  had  the  high  and  mighty  at  his  call; 

He  picked  the  choicest  few 
From  the  hundreds  in  his  view; 

Then  we  cussed  him  cause  he  didn’t  pick  us  all. 

It  was  Dick,  Dick,  Dick, 

You  made  our  heads  a  store  room  out  of  brick 
You  taught  us  “How  to  Study” 

Though  our  brains  were  thick  and  muddy; 

You’ve  got  some  credit  coming,  Air.  Dick. 

He  would  lecture  every  day 

’Bout  the  best  and  quickest  way 

’Til  we  couldn’t  look  a  book  straight  in  the  eye. 

If  we  ever  flunked  a  class, 

If  we  ever  failed  to  pass, 

He  would  have  us  in  the  office  telling  why. 

With  our  betterment  as  goal 

He  would  make  us  keep  the  pole 

And  fight  until  we’d  passed  the  finish  line. 

When  we’d  done  the  best  we  could, 

When  we’d  done  just  what  we  should, 

He  would  slap  us  on  the  back  and  tell  us  “Fine!” 
It  was  Dick,  Dick,  Dick, 

When  we  thought  the  final  test  we  couldn’t  lick, 
But  he  said  we’d  all  get  there, 

Though  we  needed  hope  and  prayer. 

If  we  won,  we  seldom  thanked  our  Air.  Dick. 
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I  can’t  forget  the  day 

When  all  hope  seemed  far  away 

And  I  thought  that  I  could  never  turn  the  trick. 

I  thought  my  brain  would  burst, 

But  the  man  who  spied  me  first 

Was  the  good,  old,  happy,  helping  Mr.  Dick! 

He  handed  me  one  book 
I  could  only  take  one  look 

For  ’twas  good  old  “How  to  Study”.  Learn  it  quick! 

I  plugged  my  head  with  learnin’, 

And  my  brain  with  knowledge  burnin’ 

Told  me  that  I  owed  success  to  Mr.  Dick. 

It  was  Dick,  Dick,  Dick, 

Here’s  a  fellow  that  is  falling;  get  him  quick; 

Start  him  making  “G’s”  once  more 
Like  he  used  to  get  before. 

Yes,  catch  him  now  or  never,  Mr.  Dick. 

He  got  me  thru  the  school, 

Though  he  had  to  stretch  a  rule; 

And  I’ll  thank  him  evermore  without  a  kick. 

And  now  I’m  safe  outside 

I  will  mention  it  with  pride 

I’ve  had  confidential  talks  with  Mr.  Dick. 

But  I’ll  meet  him  by  and  by 
In  the  place  where  he  will  fly; 

And  I’ll  bet  a  million  dollars  to  a  brick 
He’ll  tell  angels  on  the  wing 
“How  to  study  while  they  sing; 

Yes,  he’ll  tell  them  several  things,  would  Air.  Dick. 

Yes,  Dick,  Dick,  Dick, 

You  shining  light  above  us,  Mr.  Dick, 

Though  as  great  I’ve  not  portrayed  you, 

By  the  living  God  that  made  you 
You’re  a  better  man  than  I  am,  Mr.  Dick. 

John  A.  Winters,  ’21 

PIERRE  IN  A  FRENCH  CAFE  WITH  HIS  FIVE  SOUS  TIP, 

IS  A  VERY  DIFFERENT  WAITER 
FROM  PIERRE  IN  AN  AMERICAN  HOTEL 
WITH  HIS  CRISP  GREEN  TIP. 

At  the  cafe,  which  is  so  typical  of  Paris  with  its  sprawling  outside  dining-room 
of  spattered  sunshine,  limp  awning,  spindly  iron  chairs,  and  awkward  tables,  the 
solicitous  Pierre  of  the  white  apron  hovers  anxiously  on  one  foot,  alert  on  the  other, 
till  Monsieur,  the  sole  visitant  at  this  particular  hour  (late  for  breakfast  and  early 
for  dinner)  should  have  reached  that  exact  place  in  the  third  column  of  the  third 
page  where  he  always  flings  the  paper  aside  and  gives  the  waiter  a  look  which  says, 
“Well,  thank  God,  there  is,  at  least,  food.”  Then,  with  a  dash,  Pierre  procures 
from  somewhere  inside  the  cafe  two  golden-brown,  crisp,  hot  rolls,  whisks  a  cere¬ 
monious  napkin  over  a  plate,  drops  Monsieur’s  napkin  lightly  on  his  knee,  places 
a  cup,  and  pours  a  moulten  stream  of  coffee  into  it  from  an  old  French  coffee-pot. 
Two  lumps,  a  dash  of  hot  milk,  the  iced  butter,  so,  the  knife  so,  a  final  whisk  at 
Monsieur’s  plate,  and  Pierre  retires  two  paces  to  the  rear  and  two  to  the  left  where 
he  can  await  the  exact  second  at  which  to  rush  for  the  other  two  piping  rolls  and 
pour  the  second  steaming  cup  of  coffee. 

Having  finished  the  last  roll  and  having  only  three  more  swallows  of  coffee 
left,  Alonsieur  produces  his  usual  four  francs  for  the  meal  and  five  sous  for  the 
waiter,  offering  appreciatively,  in  answer  to  Pierre’s  “Is  Monsieur  quite  satisfied?” 
the  parting  words,  “Always,  with  service  such  as  yours,  mon  brave.  ” 

91 


In  the  meantime  Pierre  has  found  it  necessary  (a  new  addition  to  the  family 
having  made  its  appearance)  to  come  to  America,  the  land  of  labor  and  the  home 
of  the  wage.  He  is  established  in  a  first  class  American  Hotel.  The  man  he  waits 
upon,  at  the  time,  however,  is  far  different  from  the  Monsieur  of  Parie,  who  had 
so  won  his  way  into  Pierre’s  soft  French  heart.  He  was  one  of  these  half-gentle¬ 
men  who  are  so  often  the  frequent  diners  in  our  American  hotels  and  cafes.  He 
had  the  best  table  in  the  room — loaded  with  silver  plate  and  silver  sunshine — 
and  Pierre  curved  at  his  side,  awaiting  his  order.  At  last,  bowing  several  degrees 
lower,  Pierre  placed  his  pencil  on  an  item  on  the  menu. 

“This  is  very  good  today,  sir,”  he  said  in  his  accents  of  France  with  its  lost 
“th”  and  gurgled  “r’s.” 

“I  don’t  like  it!” 

“How  about  a  grill,  sir.  I  could  have  the  chef  make  Monsieur  a  special  grill. 
A  chop  or  mushrooms — 

“No!  I  don’t  eat  the  things!” 

The  waiter  straightened,  noted  the  heavy  bar  of  light  across  the  man’s  face, 
and  pulled  the  shade  down  so  that  the  sun  did  not  strike  his  eyes. 

“No — no.  Leave  it  up!” 

The  waiter  bowed,  rearranged  a  bit  of  the  service  more  conveniently,  and  again 
placed  himself  at  the  man’s  elbow. 

“Bring  me  a  Delmonico,  French-fried  potatoes  and  coffee.” 

“Any  salad,  sir?” 

“No.  All  right,  bring  me  some  romaine  with  French  dressing.” 

“Lemon  juice,  instead  of  vinegar?” 

“I  don’t  care,  anything.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“And  make  it  snappy.” 

“Yes,  sir.  Thank  you,  sir.” 

And  thus  the  luncheon  goes  on,  until  Pierre  feels  every  sensitive  feeling  bruised 
and  every  nerve  on  end.  As  the  gentleman  rises  he  mutters  something  about 
“  bad  service,  getting  worse.  ”  Altho  Pierre  is  apologetic  about  the  labour  situation 
his  “good-afternoon,  sir,”  receives  only  a  curt  nod  which  Pierre  views  from  the 
rear.  And  so  he  stands  with  his  hand  on  the  chair  he  has  pulled  out  for  Monsieur, 
and  tho  the  tip  beside  the  plate  is  a  crisp  green  one  Pierre  does  not  feel  grateful. 
The  bank  account  of  his  new  small  daughter  is  already  growing  large  thru  his  new 
wages  and  such  tips  as  these,  but  Pierre  would  willingly  sacrifice  it  all  to  hear  once 
more  that,  “Always, with  service  such  as  yours,  mon  brave!”  Gwendolyn  Purdy 

OCTOBER  AT  MORN 

October  is  at  the  height  of  her  glory.  I  know  it  even  before  I  open  my  eyes 
for  I  smell  that  woodsy  fragrance  of  dew-damp  earth  that  rises  with  the  sun  after 
a  chill  dawn.  Someone  has  been  burning  leaves,  and  the  odor  of  Autumn’s  burnt 
offering  is  carried  on  the  occasional  puffs  of  wind.  It  is  unoffensive  and  has  that 
mild  spicyness  that  rises  after  long  smoldering.  Now,  I  smell  a  rank,  unpleasant 
combination  of  frosted  geranium  leaves  and  garden  chrysanthemums.  Perhaps 
the  wind  likes  to  teach  value  by  contrast. 

I  know  that  Jack  Frost  has  been  here  by  the  bite  in  the  air,  but  I  can  only 
guess  at  his  work  until  I  open  my  eyes,  then  I  see  that  he  has  splashed  all  the  map¬ 
les  with  crimson  and  gold,  the  oaks  he  has  stained  the  color  of  baked  hill-side  soil, 
and  the  ash  trees,  most  glorious  of  all,  he  has  painted  a  somber  tone  of  violet  that 
shades  into  a  rusty  seal  brown.  What  a  friend  is  this  elf  to  all  who  love  color. 

Down  in  the  arbor,  two  little  Quaker-juncoes,  dressed  in  conventional  gray 
with  neat,  white  kerchiefs,  have  found  a  few  stray  concords  and  are  twittering 
excitedly  over  their  discovery.  How  little  it  takes  to  please  them.  We  would 
have  considered  the  grapes  sour  and  useless. 

At  the  near  end  of  the  garden,  I  see  two  worried-looking  rats,  scurrying  around 
a  heap  of  corn-stalks.  Ah,  you  old  fellows,  procrastination,  you  must  learn,  is 
a  bad  habit.  Only  yesterday  those  golden  ears  were  stored  away  for  next  year’s 
seed  corn.  You  should  have  looked  to  your  harvest  sooner.  But  they  do  not  heed 
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my  words, — they  keep  circling  about  and  know  not  that  time  and  tide  wait  for 
no  man,  much  less  rats. 

I  think  the  wind  must  have  changed  again;  this  time  it  brings  a  smoky  odor 
as  pleasant  as  that  of  the  leaves,  yet  strangely  different — Now  I  know!  It  is 
Autumn’s  finest  smell,  buckwheat  and  sausage.  I  love  to  see  Fall-from  my  sleep¬ 
ing  porch,  yet  how  weak  I  am  when  I  know  that  these  moments  are  precious. 
No  matter,  I  cannot  stay  longer.  Instinct  is  stronger  than  my  will. 

Elizabeth  Morrison,  ’22 

HOW  CARELESSNESS  IS  WASTEFUL  AND  HOW  A  CARELESS 
WOMAN  WAS  SAVED  BY  A  CAREFUL  AND  THRIFTY  MAN* 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peterson  first  started  in  great  poverty.  Mr.  Peterson  was  a 
thrifty  man  and  his  wife  was  a  very  careless  woman.  They  lived  in  a  house  very 
small.  I  don’t  think  it  was  a  house.  I  would  rather  call  it  a  bungalow  that 
contained  three  rooms.  When  you  came  in  the  house  you  first  saw  a  front  room 
that  we  would  call  a  kitchen  or  a  dining  room.  It  was  I  think  everything  except 
a  front  room,  however  it  was  very  clean.  At  the  back  of  the  room  were  two  doors, 
one  on  the  left,  one  on  the  right.  The  one  on  the  left  was  mister’s  room.  The 
furniture  was  not  very  beautiful  but  Air.  Peterson  knew  how  to  make  it  look  nice. 
First  the  room  was  clean,  the  floor  was  swept  up  nicely,  the  walls  were  clean. 
The  furniture  was  simply  kitchen  furniture.  In  the  room  were  two  chairs,  a  kitch¬ 
en  table  with  a  lot  of  papers,  they  were  all  in  order  on  the  table.  The  bed  con¬ 
sisted  of  a  mattress,  two  sheets,  a  blanket  and  a  pillow,  all  on  the  floor  but  nicely 
fixed  up.  On  the  right  side  of  the  room  was  a  door.  That  door  was  a  closet 
where  mister  fixed  his  clothes,  all  brushed  and  clean. 

But  when  you  went  in  the  room  of  Mrs.  Peterson  you  could  not  even  get  in. 
It  was  a  lake  of  dresses  and  all  sorts  of  things,  all  that  lying  on  the  floor.  The 
furniture  was  beautiful,  made  out  of  precious  wood,  but  we  could  not  see  the 
beauty  of  the  furniture  for  it  was  very  dusty.  We  could  not  enter  in  the  closet 
for  in  front  of  the  closet  wrere  lots  of  things  lying  here  and  there.  After  all  we 
didn’t  need  to  go  in  for  the  closet  was  absolutely  empty.  This  disorder  was  the 
object  of  discussion  between  Mr.  and  Airs.  Peterson. 

— Why  can’t  you  keep  your  room  clean?”  said  Mr.  Peterson  to  his  wife.  I 
know  you  have  lots  of  things  but  your  closet  is  empty;  can’t  you  put  your  dresses 
in  ? 

— There  are  no  hooks  to  hang  my  dresses  on,  said  she. 

— Well,  I  can  fix  that  up. 

— And  for  my  laundry  there  are  no  planks. 

— But  why  didn’t  you  ask  me  sooner.  I  can’t  think  of  so  many  things  at  a 
time.  Ask  me  and  then  I’ll  fix  it  up. 

— Where  will  you  get  the  planks? 

— Where  I  work  there  is  a  lot  of  them.  I  just  ask  the  workman.  You  should 
know  that  if  an  ingenie  knows  how  to  build  a  house  he  can  build  a  closet. 

— Alaybe,  but  I  have  to  send  all  my  laundry  and  all  my  dresses  to  the  cleaner. 

— Not  so.  You  will  wash  your  laundry  and  you  will  clean  your  dresses  yourself. 

— Is  that  so.  I  can’t  wash  that  much  laundry  and  clean  that  many  dresses. 

— Well,  how  many  dresses  have  you? 

—Well,  I  have  fifteen  dresses. 

— Fifteen  dresses!  When  you  need  only  three.  You  have  to  sell  twelve  of 
them.  Let  me  see  them. 

— Here  they  are,  dear. 

— Ha!  ha!  Silk  dresses!  Is  that  so!  What  will  happen.  Put  all  of  these 
dresses  in  the  kitchen. 

— All  right. 

— Now  here  I  have  a  paper.  Wrap  them  up  in  the  paper.  I’ll  fix  the  business 
all  right.  Eight  o’clock,  dear.  I  have  to  go. 

— Well,  dear,  it’s  only  eight  o’clock  and  your  work  is  at  nine. 

— Don’t  trouble.  I’ll  come  back  at  a  quarter  before  nine  with  a  surprise  for 
you. 


Three  quarters  of  an  hour  went  by  and  Mrs.  Peterson  was  wondering  about 
what  could  be  the  surprise.  Mr.  Peterson  then  came  back  at  exactly  a  quarter 
to  nine,  and  said 

— Say,  what  did  you  do  while  I  was  gone? — 

— Oh!  er — I  was  thinking  about  the  surprise. — 

— You  were  thinking  about  the  surprise!  Well,  then,  there  it  is”,  said  Mr. 
Peterson  putting  a  bottle  of  gasoline  on  the  table.  - — And  now,  please  your  dresses.— 
Then  Air.  Peterson  went  away.  Airs.  Peterson  didn’t  think  that  it  was  a  very 
nice  surprise,  so  she  angrily  took  the  dresses  package  and  phoned  to  the  cleaner. 
Ten  minutes  afterward  the  cleaner  was  there,  took  the  package  and  went  away. 
In  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  Air.  Peterson  telephoned  to  his  wife. 

— Hello,  is  it  you,  Margaret? — 

— A  es. — 

— What  are  you  doing? — 

— I  am  cleaning  my  dresses. — 

—  Is  the  kitchen  clean? — 

— No. — 

—  Stop  cleaning  your  dresses  and  clean  the  kitchen  up,  and  if  it  isn’t  clean  when 
I  come  back  I  won’t  help  you  to  clean  up  your  room. 

— All  right.  Good  bye. — 

Airs.  Peterson  didn’t  like  that  very  much  but  she  liked  mister  to  clean  her  room 
up,  so  she  cleaned  up  the  kitchen.  Just  as  she  finished  Mr.  Peterson  entered  the 
room. 

— Where  are  the  dresses? — 

— To  the  cleaner. — 

Air.  Peterson  didn’t  say  another  word  and  went  away  angry  and  slammed 
the  door  behind  him  and  went  to  the  cleaner’s. — 

— Where  is  Airs.  Peterson’s  order? — 

— Right  here,  sir. — 

— Give  it  to  me! — 

— There  it  is. — 

— Good-bye. —  And  he  went  away. 

As  he  came  in  Airs.  Peterson  was  frying  some  egg  plant  for  herself  and  her 
husband.  Air.  Peterson  put  the  package  on  the  table  and  said  to  his  wife: — There 
is  your  order  and  get  busy  now. — 

As  Airs.  Peterson  was  through  frying  the  egg  plant  she  threw  the  boiling  grease 
outside. 

— Alargaret,  what  are  you  doing?  Throwing  grease  outside!  Well,  you  have 
some  brass.  Do  you  think  we  are  rich  enough  to  do  that? — 

— Well,  it’s  no  more  good  now. — 

— It’s  good  enough  for  both  of  us  and  don’t  do  that  again.  You  have  plenty 
of  empty  cans  in  the  pantry,  to  pour  your  boiling  grease  in. — 

So  she  did  every  time.  Then  she  cleaned  up  her  dresses  while  Air.  Peterson 
fixed  up  his  room.  When  both  were  done,  they  both  cleaned  up  the  room  of  Airs. 
Peterson. 

Afterwards  Air.  Peterson  went  up  town  and  sold  twelve  dresses  at  fifteen 
dollars  each.  That  amounted  to  a  hundred  and  eighty  dollars.  Air.  Peterson 
saved  the  money  and  added  it  to  his  savings.  At  the  end  of  the  year  his  bungalow 
was  changed  into  a  house  with  twelve  rooms,  to  which  house  he  added  a  garden. 
He  could  have  furniture  in  his  room,  a  real  bed  and  a  desk.  His  wife’s  room  was 
in  order.  He  could  have  a  servant  to  fix  the  room  up.  Two  years  after  he  was 
a  millionaire  and  he  said  to  his  wife: 

— You  see,  dear,  that  it  is  as  useful  to  be  careful  as  to  be  thrifty  and  it  is  always 
good  to  have  both  qualities.  Children  say  they  have  no  opportunity  to  save  but 
when  they  are  careful  they  can  save  a  lot  of  trouble  for  their  parents. 

— Aes,  that  is  true — ,  said  Mrs.  Peterson. 

*Editors  Note:  The  author  of  this  story  came  to  Deerfield  from  France  only 
a  year  ago. 
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The  Social  Season  for  1920-1921  opened  with  a  flourish  at  the  Hallowe’en 
Informal,  which  was  given  by  the  Seniors  on  the  Monday  following  Hallowe’en. 
Cider  and  doughnuts  plus  good  music  were  served.  This  proved  a  starter,  for 
on  November  26,  the  Juniors  presented  their  Thanksgiving  Informal,  and  were 
rewarded  with  a  large  attendance. 

A  very  unique,  and  highly  entertaining  bazaar,  was  given  on  the  Friday  after¬ 
noon  before  the  Christmas  holidays.  Each  session  was  asked  to  participate. 
Some  were  represented  by  candy  and  popcorn  booths,  some  by  side  shows  where 
miraculous,  and  breath  taking  programs  were  provided  for  the  sum  of  two  cents. 
An  hour  of  social  dancing,  and  an  announcement  made  by  Air.  Schneider,  to  the 
effect  that  over  one  hundred  dollars  had  been  taken  in  for  the  aid  of  the  bereaved 
Chinese,  ended  the  program.  Never  before  has  such  a  large  majority  of  the 
students  attended  any  social  gathering  at  the  school. 

This  successful  function  was  followed  by  the  Senior  Hop,  given  on  the  night 
of  December  twenty-second.  Christmas  colors,  red  and  green,  were  effectively 
carried  out  in  the  decorating  and  lighting.  With  these  simple  but  pleasing  decora¬ 
tions,  and  McCormick’s  seven  piece  orchestra,  a  most  diverting  evening  was  passed. 

On  Friday,  February  14  the  Sophomores  announced  an  informal  in  honor  of 
old  St.  Valentine  at  which  they  extended  a  “hearty”  welcome  to  all  present. 

During  the  same  month,  the  Fathers’  and  Sons’  and  Mothers’  and  Daughters’ 
Dinner  was  given.  The  programs  for  the  two  banquets  were  similiar.  The 
dinners  themselves  were  held  in  the  lunch  room,  where  after-dinner  speeches  were 
made  by  the  representatives  of  the  four  classes.  The  concluding  programs  took 
place  in  the  Boy’s  Gymnasium. 

The  Freshmen,  heretofore  having  remained  in  the  background,  stepped  forth 
with  a  St.  Patrick’s  Day  Informal  and  appropriately  colored  decorations.  (Green!) 
Close  upon  their  heels  the  Girls’  Athletic  Association  gave  an  informal  dance  on 
April  Fool’s  Day. 

The  Annual  Concert  took  place  on  Friday  evening,  April  23.  The  organiza¬ 
tions,  including  the  Band,  Orchestra,  Mandolin  Club,  Glee  Clubs  and  Chorus  did 
notably  well.  Dancing  followed  in  the  Boy’s  Gymnasium. 

On  April  29,  the  most  looked-forward-to  event  of  the  year  was  given.  The 
Junior  Promenade!  The  Boys  Gymnasium  was  no  longer  a  gym  but  a  circus 
with  red,  green,  blue,  and  yellow  floating  everywhere,  and  a  great  white  canopy 
of  paper  streamers  stretching  over  head.  Surely  ’twas  a  gala  night! 

Saturday  evening,  June  4,  was  a  memorable  one,  the  Seniors  presented  their 
class  play.  “What  Happened  to  Jones”,  a  rollicking  comedy,  full  of  laughs  and 
smiles  and  which  proved  a  huge  success. 

Class  Day,  June  9,  and  Commencement,  June  16,  ended  the  Social  Season. 
Surely  it  has  been  a  pleasant  and  a  happy  one,  and  those  who  are  leaving  shall 
remember  always  these  good  times  in  the  last  days  at  Deerfield  Shields! 

Gwendolyn  Parry,  ’21 


Alumni  Notes 


Lois  Adams  is  taking  a  post-graduate  course  at  Deerfield. 

Eleanor  Allen  is  now  in  New  1  ork  City  employed  as  a  stenographer. 

Robert  Aynsley  is  employed  in  California. 

Harold  Bamborough  is  employed  by  the  Calumet  Baking  Powder  Company  in 
Chicago. 

Elmer  Barker  is  at  Northwestern  University. 

Cornelia  Beall  is  also  doing  us  proud  at  Northwestern. 

Helen  Bergdahl  is  employed  as  a  stenographer  in  Chicago. 

Elizabeth  Bournique  is  attending  Ferry  Hall,  Lake  Forest. 

Frances  Brown  is  employed  as  a  stenographer  in  Chicago. 

Donald  Buchanan  is  at  the  University  of  Illinois. 

Anna  Carlson  is  attending  the  School  of  Elementary  and  Home  Education  in 
Chicago. 

Margaret  Carlson  is  a  stenographer  in  Chicago. 

Jeffery  Carqueville  is  at  the  Milford  School,  in  Milford,  Connecticut. 
Marshall  Carqueville  is  attending  Northwestern  University. 

Robert  Denzel  is  at  the  University  of  Illinois. 

Elizabeth  Dickinson  is  studying  Art  at  the  Art  Institute  in  Chicago. 

James  Duffy  is  working  in  Chicago. 

Frieda  Fischer  has  moved  to  Boston  where  she  is  attending  school. 

Dwight  Gibson  is  employed  in  Evanston. 

Mildred  Goelitz  entered  the  University  of  Illinois  in  February  after  attending 
Deerfield  for  the  first  semester. 

M  ary  Idelle  Gooch  is  at  Northwestern  University. 

Grace  Gunn  is  taking  a  post-graduate  course. 

Walter  Hesler  is  attending  the  Lake  Forest  College. 

Lucius  Hine  is  at  Cornell  University. 

Lee  Jackson  is  at  the  Lake  Forest  College. 

Nels  Johnson  is  working  in  Chicago. 

David  Kimball,  after  one  semester  at  the  University  of  Illinois,  entered  Cornell. 

Mildred  Laing  is  employed  as  stenographer  in  the  offices  of  the  Northwestern 

R.  R. 

Hilda  Larson  is  a  stenographer  in  Chicago. 

Emil  Lauridsen  is  employed  by  the  Chicago  North  Shore,  Milwaukee  Electric. 
Dorothy  Laurentz  is  employed  as  stenographer  in  Chicago. 

Garfield  Leaf  is  attending  the  Lake  Forest  College. 

96 


Jerry  Learning  is  also  at  Illinois. 

Mildred  Maechtle  is  a  stenographer  in  Chicago. 

Florence  McGath  is  Mr.  Ball’s  Private  Secretary. 

Mildred  Melzer  is  at  the  Northwestern  College,  Naperville. 

Raymond  Meyer  is  attending  the  Lewis  Institute  in  Chicago. 

Mary  Moran  is  employed  at  Buck  and  Rayner’s  in  the  city. 

Otho  Morgan  is  with  David  at  Cornell. 

Williard  Munroe  is  at  the  Colgate  College. 

Doris  Oliver  is  with  us  again  this  year  as  a  post-graduate. 

Evelyn  Oliver  is  attending  Ogantz. 

Ruth  Olson  is  another  of  our  post-graduates. 

Muriel  Payne  is  at  Miss  Wheeler’s  in  Providence,  Rhode  Island. 

Gladys  Pearl  is  studying  music  in  Chicago. 

Katherine  Pitt  is  teaching  in  Libertyville. 

Willis  Rees  is  attending  Northwestern  University. 

August  Ritter  is  taking  an  engineering  course  at  Illinois. 

Marjorie  Rosecrans  is  attending  the  University  of  Michigan. 

William  Sanderson  is  at  the  University  of  Illinois. 

Carl  Schaefer  is  attending  the  University  of  Illinois. 

Richard  Schanck  is  at  Beloit  College,  Wisconsin. 

Theodore  Schreiber  is  employed  at  the  Chicago  Evening  American  in  Chicago. 
Norman  Schumacher  is  at  the  University  of  Illinois. 

Donna  Shelton  is  employed  in  Chicago. 

Otis  Smith  is  also  employed  in  Chicago. 

James  Stevens  is  at  the  University  of  Illinois. 

Oscar  Stunkel  is  staying  home. 

Taik  Won  Sur  is  attending  Northwestern. 

Frank  Tisch  is  taking  a  post-graduate  course. 

Georgine  Thompson  is  attending  Lake  Forest  College. 

Ruth  Travis  is  in  San  Francisco  and  is  expecting  to  enter  the  University  of 
California  next  fall. 

Eugene  Tremaine  is  at  Dartmouth. 

Earl  Tucker  is  attending  DePaul  School  of  Commerce  in  Chicago. 

Harold  Vetter  is  employed  by  the  Rassmussen  Brothers  in  Highland  Park. 
Helen  Watson  is  at  Ward  Belmont,  Nashville,  Tennessee. 

Violet  Wilcox  is  the  Librarian  at  the  Lake  Forest  Library. 

Raymond  Zack  is  employed  by  Carson,  Pirie  Scott  &  Co.,  in  the  city. 

97 


Boys’  Rogue’s  Gallery 


Answers  To 

Favorite 

Name  of  Criminal 

No. 

Tune  Of 

Always  Said 

Hangout 

Ear  Marks 

Clarence  Carlson 

701 

Lead  Kindly  Light 

Arise  up 

Blue  and 

That  Prince 

White  Club 

Albert 

John  Cole 

702 

Oh  Johnnie 

Come  on 

Shop 

That  black  eye 

Irving  Conrad 

703 

I  Love  the  Ladies 

W’here  do  you 

Pete’s 

That  haircomb 

get  that  stuff? 

Craig  Douglas 

704 

Minnie,  Won’t  You 

Hey!  WThere  did  Camel  Club 

His  dancing 

Shimmie  with  Me? 

you  get  it? 

Cassius  Easton 

705 

How  You  Goin’  to 

You  think 

The  Deer¬ 

Freshness 

Keep  ’Em  down 

you’re  big 

field  Bus 

on  the  Farm? 

don’t  yuh? 

George  Geraghty 

706 

Mickey,  Pretty 

Aw-w 

Fort  Sheri¬ 

The  Irish  look 

Mickey 

dan 

George  Glader 

707 

Oh  Frenchy 

Oh  Boypa 

New  Trier 

His  grin 

Robert  Hood 

70S 

Nobody  but  You 

Sure 

Parry’s 

The  human  fish 

Charles  Johnston 

709 

Not  Because  Your 

Hel-lo 

His  motor¬ 

His  Marcel 

Hair  is  Curly 

cycle 

Wave 

Robert  Karsten 

710 

Whose  Baby  are 

Don’t  get  hard, 

Study  Hall 

His  nose 

You? 

now 

Henry  Keough 

711 

All  Thru  the  Night 

I'll  betcha 

Mr.  Ball’s 

His  Drum¬ 

(he  studies) 

Room 

ming 

Sutton  Laing 

712 

Oh  How  He  Can 

Holy  cow! 

Ask  Hilda 

Good  looks 

Edward  Miller 

Sing 

713 

Rock  A  ’Bye  Baby 

I  don’t  know 

Vine  Ave. 

Overalls 

Station 

Karl  Moras 

714 

He  Had  to  Get  Out  That’s  alright, 

Lake  Bluff 

Stevens  Salient 

and  Get  Under 

isn’t  it? 

Six 

David  Munro 

715 

Mystery 

I  think  I  can 

Mr.  Taylor’s 

His  shortness 

do  it 

Room 

John  McBride 

716 

The  Wild,  W  ild 

I’m  thru  with 

Any  Girl’s 

His  beauteous 

Women  are  Mak¬ 
ing  a  Wild  Man 
of  Me 

the  women 

House 

looks 

Donald  McDonald 

717 

I’m  a  Jazz  Baby 

’Lo,  Redhead 

The  lunch 

His  sleepy 

room 

attitude 

Wallace  Mcllwain 

718 

Just  Dorothy 

Come  on,  you 

Hazel  Ave. 

The  great 

guys,  up  to 
hall. 

green  Ford 

Frank  Parcel  Is 

719 

New  version  of 

Oh!  but  you 

Detention 

His  whiskers 

Palestina 

- so 

Robert  Rogers 

720 

Betty  Be  Good 

By  Gosh 

Scout  Head¬ 

Those  feet 

quarters 

That  straight 

Samuel  Rundquist 

721 

The  Daisies  Won’t 

Let  me  go, 

At  a  mirror 

Tell 

Steele 

part 

Byron  Schaffer 

722 

The  Bridal  Chorus 

Let’s  ditch 

Lois  Durand 

His  beautiful 

Hall 

hair 

Harold  van  Steenderen 

723  Mary  Go  and  Call 

Oh!  Mamma! 

East  Door 

Longlegs 

the  Cattle  Home 

William  Stupple 

724 

Home,  Sweet 

Let  me  study 

With 

Freckles 

Home 

Blubber 

Vernon  Victorine 

725 

You’d  Be  Sur¬ 

Hi  Burro 

Cave  of  the 

His  Wit 

prised 

“Horns” 

Sidney  Wadsworth 

726 

Her  Bright  Smile 

Did  you  fix  it 

Councilor 

His  laziness 

Haunts  Me  Still 

up? 

hall 

George  Weber 

727 

Oh  How  1  Hate  to 

Jay  Gould  is 

The  Green 

Perfect  78 

Get  up  in  the 
Morning 

dead 

Car 

David  Wheeler 

728 

I  Ain’t  Got 

Well,  have  it 

Radio  Club 

Straight  E’s 

Nobody  Now 

by  tomorrow 
Who’s  got  a 

John  Winters 

729 

June 

Wherever  he 

Big  mouth  and 

dime? 

hangs  his 
hat 

freckles 

Marshall  Wylie 

730 

Smiles 

Cut  it  out,  now 

Chem.  Lab. 

That  Snicker 

I 


At  the  Head  of  the  Class 


If  you  have  not  made  the  head  of  the  class,  you  have  certainly 
had  an  interesting  time  trying  for  it,  and  no  doubt  you  are  proud 
of  the  honorable  effort  and  the  marks  obtained. 

Let  the  same  spirit  guide  you  in  your  life  career.  Aim  high, 
try  hard  for  the  head  of  the  class.  Remember  that  thrift  and  in¬ 
dustry  are  the  keys  to  success. 

Secure  a  membership  in  our  Savings  department  and  make 
this  your  banking  home. 


A  Banking  Connection  Helps 


Highland  Park  State  Bank 

THE  OLD  RELIABLE  AND  PROGRESSIVE  BANK 


Frank  J.  Baker 
President 


J.  M.  Appel 
Vice-President 


C.  F.  Grant 
Cashier 


Girls’  Rogue’s  Gallery 


Name  of  Criminal 

No. 

Answers  To 

Tune  Of 

Always  Said 

Favorite 

Hangout 

Ear  Marks 

Ruth  Allen 

1001 

Along  came  Ruth 

My  Guy 

Councilor 

Room 

That  silver  ring 

Margaret  Arnswald 

1002 

Head  over  Heels 

Cheese  and 
Crackers 

Gym 

Her  voice 

Elsie  Baker 

1003 

Sweet  n’  Pretty 

I’ll  Try 

Art  Room 

Bashfulness 

Blanche  Bollinger 

1004 

Home  Again  Blues 

All  right 

506  Griffith 
Road 

Dancing 

Margaret  Burridge 

1005 

Margie 

Gosh 

Y.  W.  C.  A. 

That  laugh 

Salome  Brand 

1006 

Lena  is  the  Queen 
of  Palestina 

Oh  hello 

At  a  piano 

Her  hair 

Nathalia  Edstrand 

1007 

You’re  so  Pretty 

Oh  gosh! 

Elm  Tree 
Road 

Posing  for  an 
artist 

Virginia  Easton 

1008 

School  Days 

Nothing 

Miss  Denni¬ 
son's  room 

Her  studious 
ways 

Lois  Goff 

1009 

K-K-Karl 

Oh  Karl! 

Stevens  Sal¬ 
ient  Six 

Green  eyes 

Grace  Itrich 

1010 

Have  a  Smile 

What? 

Main  hall 

Cheerfulness 

Edna  Kelley 

1011 

Very  good  Eddie 

Shoot! 

Mandolin 

Club 

Sportsmanship 

Helen  Grey 

1012 

Smiles 

Miss  Wood 

Community 

Dances 

Her  giggle 

Blanche  Jacobs 

1013 

Oh  Where  Oh 
Where  has  My 
little  Dog  Gone 

Gee  Whiz! 

Highwood 

Her  pep 

Thelma  McDonald 

1014 

Dixie 

Ha!  Ha! 

English  IV 

Eyes 

Virginia  Newcomb 

1015 

Darling  I  am 
Growing  Old(er) 

Why.  I  don’t 
know 

At  home 

Her  speaking 

Gwen  Parry 

1016 

Your  Eyes  have 
Told  Me  so. 

Oh  dear 

70S 

Beautiful 

bobbed  locks 

Grace  Robbins 

1017 

Gypsy  Girl 

I’ll  say  so 

With  the  rest 

Black  Eyes 

Alice  Swanton 

1018 

Swanee 

Why  certainly 

Typewriting 

room 

Practical  ways 

Mary  Sweeney 

1019 

When  Irish  Eyes 
are  Smiling 

I  didn’t  get 
that  far 

Fort  Sheri¬ 
dan 

Good  nature 

Elizabeth  Vipond 

1020 

Bonnie  Sweet 

Bessie 

Oh  goodness 

Sunday 

School 

Her  blush 
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ROSENTHAL  &  HELMING 

1 

1 

HIGH  GRADE  GROCERIES 

^  Eversharp  is  ab- 

Fresh  Fruit  and  Vegetables 

J  solutely  unique, 

1  the  pencil  that  is 

w 

« 

I  always  sharp  yet 

8 

(1 

m  never  sharpened. 

Phone  620 

W  always  ready  for 

Lake  Bluff 

1 

[i  smooth,  easy 

$ 

writing,  and  beau- 

* 

i 

tifully  made  for 

t 

$ 

lifelong  service. 

Eversharp  prices, 

Telephone  11S4 

j 

with  18  inches  of 

9 

* 

1  Eversharp  Leads, 

i 

5  are  $1  up. 

T.  H.  PLIMMER 

I  Sold  by 

Market 

I 

.AKE  BLUFF  PHARMACY 

Cor.  Walnut  and  Scranton  Ave. 

Phone  Lake  Bluff  456 

Lake  Bluff 

- - 

GARDENER  S  HOME  STYLE  LUNCH 


Meals  and  Short  Orders 
Chicken  Dinners  on  Sunday 

Ice  Cream — Cigars — Candy 

Sheridan  Road,  Lake  Bluff 
Telephone  1103 


H.  KADING 

Tailor  and  Cleaner 

Ta  Tar’s 

Good  Work  in  Both  Branches 

Soda  and  Coffee  Shop 

Also  Notions  and  Furnishings 

Lake  Bluff,  Illinois 

Telephone  593 

Lake  Bluff,  Illinois 
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CO-OPERATION 


The  only  way  by  which  producer  and  consumer  can  benefit  alike,  cutting  out  the  several 

middle  men  and  profiteers,  thereby  reducing  the  High  Cost  of  Living. 

The  Co-Operative  Society  of  America  has  in  two  years  opened  more  than  two  hundred  Gold¬ 
en-Rule  Co-Operative  Stores,  enabling  you  to  purchase  food  supplies  at  greatly  reduced  prices, 
allowing  you,  if  a  member,  a  5%  discount  and  a  share  in  all  the  profits. 

Our  plan  of  Co-Operation  should  appeal  to  every  person  who  reads  this  page,  and  you  should 
immediately  secure  an  appointment  with  one  of  our  organizers. 


The  Co-Operative  Society 
of  America 


Co-Operative  Stores  now  open  at 
Highland  Park 
Highwood 
Lake  Forest 
Libertyville 
Waukegan 
Glencoe 
Winnetke 
Evanston 


F.  P.  Wheeler 
District  Superintendent 
Phone  1006 
Lake  Forest,  Ill. 


IF  IT  IS  GOOD  HARD  CANDY 

It  is  made  in  a 

SIMPLEX  VACUUM 
CANDY  COOKER 

It  is  Easy  to  Eat  Because 
It  is  More  Brittle 
It  is  the  Sweetest 
It  will  not  stick 

Vacuum  Candy  Machinery  Co. 

Hearst  Building 
Madison  Street 
Chicago 
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September 

7.  We  meet  on  ccmmon  ground  again. 
School  opens. 

8.  Think  of  it.  40  report  for  football. 

9.  Be  good!  Councilors  are  elected.  Sen¬ 
ior  Class  officers  are  elected. 

13.  Senior  rings  are  selected  and  sent  for. 

17.  Big  rally  this  noon  for  the  first  game 
of  the  season. 

18.  Hip,  hip  hurrah !  We  beat  the  Alumni 
for  the  first  time  in  years  10-6. 

25.  WTe  win  one  ideal  dual  today  from 
Austin  41-0. 

October 

2.  Waukegan  vs.  Deerfield.  A  good  game 
and  a  good  score.  14-0  in  our  favor. 

8.  We  have  a  talk  by  Mr.  Corby  in  As¬ 
sembly. 

9.  Another  victory!  we  beat  LaGrange. 
40-7. 

11.  Our  second  team  manages  to  beat 
Libertyville’s  first  team. 

14.  An  addition  to  our  school.  We  have 
a  new  fence  around  the  athletic  field. 

15.  We  have  another  rally,  Rah-Rah 
Team. 

16.  We  defeat  Bloom  27-7. 

22.  Wre  watch  a  thrilling,  breath-taking 
game  as  Deerfield  skins  Evanston  7-6. 

30.  We  lose  our  first  game  to  New  Trier. 
Salty  tears,  n’est-ce  pas? 

November 

I.  The  Seniors  make  their  debut  with  a 
Hallowe’en  Informal. 

5.  We  soar  over  Proviso  in  a  7-0  victory. 

9.  The  Annual  Board  is  elected. 

II.  Armistice  Day.  \\  e  plead  for  a  holi¬ 
day  but  no  luck. 

13.  The  last  game  of  the  season  and  we 
lose  to  Oak  Park.  21-0.  And  cold?  B-r-r-r. 

22.  Surely,  this  is  an  historical  day.  We 
descend  to  our  lockers  after  sixth — and  oh! 
oh!  OH!  what  we  behold  is  a  maelstrom  of 
white  papers  and  papers  and  papers,  plus 
books  and  ’most  anything  else!  What  does 
it  mean.  We  hardly  know,  except  that  all 
lockers  that  reposed  without  padlocks  were 
sacked.  School  closes  with  a  mob  scene  in 
the  lower  hall. 


23.  During  the  night  our  indignation 
grows.  W  e  become  angrier.  A  walk-out  is 
featured  and  classes  are  suspended.  Mr. 
Sandwick  and  Mr.  Pertz  explain.  We  are 
mollified  and  slowly  we  drift  to  the  classrooms 
and  silence  reigns.  Thus  ends  the  Riot,  p 

24.  The  Juniors  give  us  a  Thanksgiving- 
Informal. 

25.  Thanksgiving. 

29.  The  football  pictures  are  taken. 
December 

7.  Basketball  practice  begins. 

17.  We  celebrate  the  last  day  of  school 
with  a  Christmas  Bazaar.  Lots  of  fun. 

18.  Vacation  begins. 

21.  The  Seniors  put  on  a  hop. 

January 

3.  Well  here  we  are,  back  in  the  grind. 
Still  its  nice  to  see  everyone  again. 

7.  We  lose  two  games  to  New  Trier. 

10.  We  lift  our  voices  in  song  under  the 
leadership  of  Doctor  Newhall. 

11.  Hoo!  Rah!  The  Senior  Girls  come  to 
the  rescue  of  the  f/eeting  spirit  of  D.  S.  H.  S. 
Thus  is  a  Pep  Club  started. 

12.  Mr.  McNutt  favors  us  with  a  talk 
on  “Health  and  Hygiene”.  We  trust  that 
’twas  duly  taken  to  heart. 

13.  “All  is  calm  on  the  Potomac.” 

14.  “Everyone  out  this  noon  in  the  Girl’s 
Gvm,”  says  Arnie  Mason — and  there  you 
have  it — a  rally!  Byron  is  officially  elected 
to  lead  us  in  succeeding  rallies. 

18.  We  bank  our  spare  nickels  as  usual. 
Seme  day  we’ll  be  rich. 

19.  Mr.  Slocum,  from  the  platform,  im¬ 
parts  to  us  some  of  his  knowledge,  much 
needed  I  venture  to  say. 

20.  Yea-Deerfield.  Our  teams  light  and 
heavy  do  themselves  proud  and  make  us 
prouder  as  they  soar  high  over  Proviso  in  a 
peppy  game. 

21.  Something  new!  We  gather  in  assem¬ 
bly  Hall  and  gaze  with  awe  struck  eyes  and 
open  mouths  upon  the  champion  typist  of 
the  world.  As  a  slangy  Soph,  puts  it— “He 
sure  can  tickle  these  keys!” 

22.  Come  on  sessions!  Who’ll  take  the 
prize?  David  W  heeler,  John  Pitt  and  James 
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THE  PHOTOGRAPHER  SAYS 


“Be  Photographed  This  Year  on  Your  Birthday  ’ 


You  Will  Congratulate  Yourself  if  You  Go  To 

BRAND’S 


On  East  Central  Avenue 


Highland  Park 


WENBAN’S  DRUG  STORE 

Frank  J.  Wenban,  R.Ph. 

Lake  Forest,  Ill. 


Prescriptions  Ice  Cream 

A  Specialty  for 

Parties 


Sodas 

Candies 

Cigars 


Phones:  467-468 


9,  St.  Johns  Avenue 


JAMES  BOWDEN  &  SON 


Meat,  Poultry  and  Fish  in  Season 


HIGHLAND  PARK,  ILLINOIS 


Marshall  speak  at  reasonable  length  upon  our 
bank  and  announce  the  100%  Session  Cam¬ 
paign.  Thus  fight  on! 

23.  The  dark  and  ominous  exam  clouds 
hover  over  us.  We  wait  with  gloomy  and 
frightened  expectations  for  the  storm  to 
break. 

26.  The  storm  breaks!  We  are  engulfed 
in  exams! 

27.  And  still  the  storm  continues. 

28.  Bright  and  fair !  The  clouds  are  gone: 
the  sun  is  shining  once  more,  and  we  all 
indulge  in  vacation. 

31 .  We  are  care  free!  We  can  begin  anew 
and  we  promise  ourselves  to  study  hard.  Hm ! 

February 

1.  We  aren’t  the  victors  to-day.  New 
Trier  lands  on  top  in  both  games,  and  though 
we  are  most  sorry  we  aren’t  weeping.  “For 
better  or  worse.” 

2.  We  pass  a  peaceful  and  unexciting  day. 

3.  Excitement— six  of  our  Senior  boy 
Councilors  resign.  Less  exciting  though  per¬ 
haps  more  entertaining  is  the  fact  that  the 
Garrick  Club  makes  its  debut  in  “Suppressed 
Desires”.  Clever?  Yes,  indeed. 

4.  We  behold  two  exciting  games  vs.  Oak 
Park.  Even  though  we  are  vanquished  we 
can  say  they  are  games  to  be  proud  of. 

7.  Our  new  schedule  begins!  We  agree 
that  it.  is  a  good  thing.  But  oh!  how  hungry 
are  we  before  five  periods  fleet  by. 

8.  The  teams  travel  to  Proviso  to  do  us 
proud.  The  Heavies  take  the  winning  score, 
but  the  Lights  are  one  point  off.  Never  mind 
Lights,  we’re  with  you. 

11.  The  Senior  Blue  and  Whites  are  or¬ 
ganized.  We  can’t  say  much  for  the  first, 
meeting — tres  noisy  and  plus  tres  informal. 
We  trust  that  the  next  will  be  an  improve¬ 
ment. 

12.  The  Fathers  and  Sons  banquet  is  held. 

14.  We  “trip  the  light  fantastic”  in 

honor  of  St.  Valentine.  The  Sophomores  are 
to  be  congratulated  on  their  successful  “in- 
formaling”. 

17.  The  French  and  Spanish  Clubs  are 
the  attraction  to-day. 

18.  We  watch  with  unsuppressed  joy  our 
double  victory  over  the  Mortanites  after 
school.  Bravo. 

21 .  Deerfield  returns  the  compliment  with 
a  visit  to  Morton  where  we  again  come  up 
smiling. 

22.  Washington’s  Birthday.  Vacation. 

23.  Nothin g-a-tall  happens! 

24.  We  elect  Bright  l  ights  of  ’21  to-day. 

25.  We  all  agree  that  this  has  been  a  big 
day— the  Seniors  in  pig-tails,  a  play  in  assem¬ 
bly  and  two  winning  games  over  Thornton. 

28.  The  Senior  Blue  and  Whites  meet, 
again  today.  The  order  was  a  bit  worse  we 
think. 

March 

1.  The  100%  sessions  draw  for  the  two 
winning  cards  in  the  Girls’  Gym.  The  Junior 
boys  have  a  case  of  double  luck.  We  wish 
you  joy,  Juniors! 

2.  Out  to  Thornton  we  do  go — and  beat 
’em  too. 


3.  Mr.  Sandwick  commends  us  on  our 
“excellent  attention”  in  assembly,  after 
which  we  go  through  Princeton  University 
via  the  movies. 

7.  The  Garrick  Club  meets.  During  the 
course  of  the  program,  Leon  McDonald  shows 
us  how  to  sew  on  a  button. 

8.  “Rough-neck-day  tomorrow!  Ssh! 
Keep  it  quiet  to  the  faculty”.  That  is  what 
we  heard  today  but.  alas!  “the  best  laid  plans 
of  mice  and  men  gang  aft  agley”.  Mr.  Sand¬ 
wick  announces  at  the  end  of  seventh,  with  a 
smiling  countenance  “that  there  will  be  no 
rough-neck-day”.  Who  told? 

9.  New  Trier  ban  turn  trim  our  ’it.tle  ban- 
ties  but  there!  dry  your  tears.  Our  faculty 
trims  Lake  Forest’s  in  a  speedy  game  19-10. 

10.  Our  basketball  heroes  leave  this  morn¬ 
ing  for  the  big  tournament,  at  Joliet..  We 
endeavor  to  gain  the  right  of  seeing  them 
off  the  right  place. 

11.  Mr.  Sandwick  imparts  to  us  the 
glorious  news  of  our  first  victory,  by  a  big 
score,  at.  Joliet.  Ring  out,  wild  bells! 

14.  Miss  Slattery  announces  the  choice  of 
the  Senior  Play.  ‘  ‘  What  happened  to  Jones ” 
is  the  title.  We  wonder  what  did  happen. 

15.  We  hear  murmurings  of  the  Prom — 
loud  ones  too.  Keep  the  29th  of  next,  month 
open,  and  get  busy  boys. 

16.  The  Seniors  meet  today  and  fill  out 
the  Senior  Ballot.  Oh!  what  a  racking  of 
brains. 

17.  St.  Patrick’s  Day  and  the  Freshmen 
celebrate  with  flying  colors.  We  want  to 
congratulate  them  on  their  first,  step  in  society. 

18.  Major  Nelly  of  Ft..  Sheridan  speaks 
to  us  on  West  Point  and  illustrates  with  slides 
and  movies.  Tres  bien. 

21.  The  Senior  Play  tryouts.  Who’s 
Who!  we  wonder?  Tomorrow  we  shallknow. 

22.  The  stars  are  posted.  Nathalia  Ed- 
strand  and  John  Winters  take  the  lead. 
Sounds  good  doesn’t  it? 

23.  The  Senior  Girls  beat  the  Freshies  by 
one  point  in  a  basketball  game  today.  Can 
you  imagine  that? 

24.  No  school! 

28.  Ye  Gods!  Do  forgive  the  slang,  but 
what  are  we  coming  to  anyway?  We  find  a 
stuffed  ballot  at  the  election  of  the  Blue  and 
White  Club  officers.  Mr.  Brooks  threatens 
a  resignation. 

29.  Hooray!  Mr.  Slocum  has  his  picture 
taken.  Heretofore  he’s  been  too  bashful. 

30.  Shall  we  graduate  in  organdy  is  the 
war  cry  of  the  Senior  Girls’  session.  No,  say 
some,  Yes,  say  others.  The  ayes  have  it.  14-6. 

31.  The  Booster’s  Club  invites  new  mem¬ 
bers  today.  We  feel  that  it  will  be  a  success 
if  one  can  judge  by  numbers. 

April 

1.  April  Fools  Day  and  besides  the  Girls’ 
Athletic  Association  gives  us  an  informal. 
Duffy  plays  and  everyone  had  a  good  time. 

4.  Today  Gwen  Purdy  favors  us  with  the 
reading  which  she  gave  in  the  contest.  V  e 
all  agree  that,  it  was  more  than  good. 

5.  Spring  is  here!  and  it’s  hot.  Besides 
this  by  the  way  of  information,  the  Junior 
Girls,  trampled  the  Seniors  by  one  point. 


10G 


In  laying  the  foundation  for  a  successful  career,  the 
next  step  of  importance  after  a  liberal  education  is  to 
form  a  connection  with  some  good  bank.  Our  officers 
are  always  glad  to  be  of  service.  Cultivate  their 
acquaintance. 

Highland  Park 
Trust  and  Savings  Bank 


Lake  Forest  College 

THE  COLLEGE  NEAR  YOUR  HOME 
THE  COLLEGE  WITH  FINE  EQUIPMENT 


Address  inquiries 
to 

H.  M.  MOORE,  PRESIDENT 
LAKE  FOREST  COLLEGE 
Lake  Forest,  Illinois 
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GOELITZ  CANDY  CORN 

‘‘Little  Golden  Grains  of  Sweetness” 


‘  ‘Something 
Worth 
Crowing 
For” 


One  of  the  greatest  selling  Candy- 
Specialties  in  the  United  States. 


GOELITZ 

CONFECTIONARY 

COMPANY 


Western  Factory: 
North  Chicago,  Illinois 


Eastern  Factory: 
Rochester,  New  York 


HARDER’S  HARDWARE 

The  Store  of 

Quality,  Service  and  Satisfaction 
Highland  Park,  Illinois 

JOHN  GOURLEY  &  CO. 

Lumber 

Mill  Work  A  Specialty 


Telephone  465 


‘  ‘When  you  think  of  Lumber,  remember  Gourley” 


Highland  Park 


6.  And  today  it’s  hotter,  but  we  like  it. 

7.  Today  we  enjoy  something  very  dif¬ 
ferent,  an  exhibition  in  the  Girl's  Gym  of  the 
work  of  the  various  departments— art,  sew¬ 
ing  and  all  that.  Swimming  meet  and  a 
short  play  finished  the  program. 

8.  Today  we  meet  in  assembly.  The  An¬ 
nual  Board  speaks,  a  word  and  the  Junior 
Prom  is  formally  announced.  Last  and  best, 
the  coach  talks  to  us  and  presents  the  bas¬ 
ketball  “D’s”  and  track  medals. 

11.  Hurrah  for  the  Blue  and  White.  It 
looks  as  though  we  will  accomplish  something 
yet.  We  succeed  in  electing  John  McBride, 
as  president  and  Irving  Conrad  as  secretary. 

12.  Senior  Play  practice  begins.  If  it 
doesn’t  bring  down  the  house  we’ll  be  sur¬ 
prised. 

13.  The  boy’s  swimming  meet  comes  off 
today,  the  Seniors  win. 

14.  The  girls  have  their  swimming  meet 
today. 

15.  The  Botany  class  gives  us  a  program 
today. 

20.  Commandant  Wurtsbaugh  of  the 
Great  Lakes  gives  us  a  short  but  interesting 
talk  combined  with  a  most  interesting  reel 
on  navy  life. 

21.  We  had  our  first  swimming  meet  with 
Proviso  today  and  we  won  48-11. 

22.  The  Annual  Concert  takes  place  a 
big  crowd  turns  out  for  it. 

22.-30.  Vacation. 

29.  Junior  Prom!  The  decorations  were 
tres  original  and  the  music— well  it  was  by 
Husk  O’Hara — and  thats  just  as  much  as 
saying  it  was  good. 


May 

2.  We  settled  down  again  for  the  last  lap 
of  the  term. 

4.  To  toddle  or  not  to  toddle,  that  is 
the  question. 

5.  We  have  heard  today  one  of  the  best 
lectures  that  we  have  had  in  assembly.  Pro¬ 
fessor  Goode  of  the  University  of  Chicago 
lectured  with  colored  illustrations  of  the 
“Island  Paradise”  Hawaii. 

6.  We  have  our  afternoon  classes  in  the 
morning  and  owing  to  the  departure  of  the 
Faculty  to  the  LTniversity  of  Chicago  we  had 
the  rest  of  the  day  free. 

7.  Track  meet  with  Crane  Tech.  Score 
99-22. 

9.  Garrick  Club  meets  today  and  pre¬ 
sents  “The  Kleptomaniac”.  Quite  a  name 
n’est-ce  pas? 

10.  Senior  Class  meeting  today.  Oh,  such 
a  hot  time  and  all  over  a  motto. 

12.  Faculty  dinner.  Annual  Board  works 
to  midnight. 

13.  The  Annual  goes  to  press. 

14.  Surburban  League  track  meet  comes 
off  at  Oak  Park. 

21.  Track  meet  at  Illinois. 

28.  Track  meet  at  Chicago. 

30.  We  will  soon  see  the  Annual. 

June 

4.  We  find  out  “What  happened  to  Jones” 

9.  Final  exams  begin.  Will  we  ever  live 
thru  them? 

16.  Commencement.  At  last  we  have 
that  for  which  we  worked  for  four  years. 


Jokes 

Mr.  Zipoy — “When  was  the  loose-leaf  system  first  used?” 

Doc  Carlson — “Eve  used  it  to  keep  track  of  her  party-gowns.” 

Miss  Spence — “What  else  is  smoked  besides  pork,  fish  and  beef?” 

Blanche — “  Camels.  ” 

Mr.  Brooks — “What  do  you  know  about  the  Mongolian  race?” 

Edsall  McCullough — “I  wasn’t  at  the  race.” 

M  iss  Byrn — “Never  go  in  the  water  after  a  hearty  meal.” 

Margaret  Vetter — “Why?” 

Miss  Byrn — “Because  you  won’t  find  one.” 

Freshie — “Will  you  open  the  gate  for  me?” 

Soph — “Certainly.  Why  didn’t  you  do  it  yourself?” 

Freshie — “Because  the  paint  isn’t  dry  yet.” 

Margaret  Arnswald — “Do  you  know  that  his  beautiful  silk  dress  came  from 
a  poor,  little,  insignificant  silk-worm?” 

Father — “Yes,  Fm  the  worm.” 

Mr.  McNutt — “Why  would  it  be  impossible  to  starve  in  the  Sahara  Desert?” 
Harriet  Swanton — “You’ve  got  me.” 

Mr.  McNutt- — “Because  of  the  sand  which  is  there.”  (Sandwiches.) 
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Phones  144-363 

ROBT.  W.  PEASE 

Your  Druggist 

For  Your  Service 

THE  LAKE  FOREST  SEED  STORE 

A.  Binnie,  Prop. 

Seeds,  Bulbs,  and  Plants 
Fruit  Trees  and  Shrubs 


C.  T.  GUNN 

A  Place  To  Get  Good  Things  To  Eat 


Western  Ave. 

Lake  Forest 

Phone  519 

W.  G.  Lamson 

ROBT.  H.  DREW 

For  quick  service  and  the  best 

of  everything 

Interior  Decorator 
and  Painter 

L  &  B  RESTAURANT 

38  Deerpath  Ave. 

Lake  Forest,  Ill. 

Phone  1059  Lake  Forest,  Illinois 
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SWEETLAND’S  PHARMACY 


Melvin  D.  Sweetland,  Mgr. 

Corner  Central  and  Second 

Phones:  Store  200  House  1106  Highland  Park 


Insure  in  America’s  Oldest  Company 


THE  MUTUAL  LIFE  OF  NEW  YORK 

JAMES  L.  SMITH  &  SONS 
Lake  Forest,  Ill. 


Storage,  Tire  Vulcanizing 
Battery  Charging 


Tires,  Tubes  and  Accessories 
Ambulance  Service 


LAKE  FOREST  GARAGE 

A.  W.  Werhane 

Overhauling  and  Repairing 


Phone  47 
Lake  Forest 


Phone  243 


M.  LENCIONI 

Home-Made  Ice  Cream  and  Candies 
Cigars  and  Cigarettes 


382  Central  Avenue 

Highland  Park,  Illinois 

0.  G.  ST.  PETER 
President 

H.  ST.  PETER 
Vice-Pres. 

S.  A.  ST.  PETER 

Sec’y-Treas. 

THE  RELIABLE  LAUNDRY 

Highland  Park,  Illinois 


Launderers  and  French  Dry  Cleaners 


Telephone  179 


ALL  IN 

When  I  was  young  and  full  of  prunes, 

I  loved  to  roam  among  the  dunes, 

Where  crooned  the  azure  breezes  dank 
Along  the  old  canaloki  bank. 

I  love  to  stand  and  gaze  and  sigh, 

And  watch  the  crawfish  amble  bv, 

And  knock  the  whiskers  off  their  bills 
With  railroad  spikes  and  other  pills. 

Ah,  hist,  gay,  moonrise  days  of  yore! 

It  certainly  does  make  me  sore 
To  realize  that  thou  art  past — 

That  youthhood’s  pleasures  all  are  gassed. 

Alone  I  sit  upon  my  step, 

Oh,  wouldst  but  didst  I  have  some  pep! 

But  no!  my  frame  is  full  of  rust, 

And  soon  I’ll  croak— blow  up  and  bust! 

No  more  for  me  the  witching  dump, 

Where,  as  a  happy,  care-free  chump, 

I  frolicked  in  the  bed-slats,  wire, 

Tomato  cans  and  bricks  and  mire! 

My  eyes  are  dim,  my  knees  are  weak; 

Spectacles  hang  upon  my  beak; 

My  head  is  loose,  my  teeth  are  gray, 

It’s  getting  late— me  for  the  hay. 

Air.  Ball — “Can  you  tell  me  where  iron  is  found?” 

Beatty — “I  heard  father  say  that  they  smelt  it.” 

Virginia — “What  a  finely  chiseled  mouth  you  have,  Paddy!  It  ought  to  be 
on  some  girl’s  face.” 

Paddy — “I  never  miss  an  opportunity.” 

Louer — “What  is  Gwen  Purdy  taking  up?” 

Kauffman — “I  guess  she’s  going  in  for  cosmetics.” 

Alason,  at  Green  Lake — “What  are  you  doing,  John,  fishing?” 

AlcBride — -“Naw!  Drowning  worms.” 

Air.  Slocum — “Do  you  know  the  difference  between  capital  and  labor?” 

Sam  Rundquist — “No.  What  is  it?” 

Mr.  Slocum — “Well,  if  I  loaned  you  a  dollar,  that  would  be  capital.  If  I 
tried  to  get  it  back  again,  that  would  be  labor.” 

The  saddest  words,  from  first  to  last, 

So  often  are,  “I  might  have  passed”. 

Parcells — “They  say  AlcBride  has  brain  fever.” 

Jaeger — “Impossible!  How  can  an  angleworm  have  water  on  the  knee?” 
Wanted — To  exchange  five  freshmen  for  one  junior.  See  Air.  Taylor. 

Charlie  Steele — “Do  you  think  I’d  make  a  good  football  player?” 

Vey  Sharpless — “I’m  afraid  you’d  be  disqualified  for  holding.” 
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First  National  Bank 

STATE  BANK  OF  LAKE  FOREST 
Lake  Forest,  Illinois 

Combined  Capital  $100,000 
Combined  Surplus  $50,000 

Cheeking  Accounts — Savings  Accounts — Certificates  of  Deposit — 
Safe  Deposit  Boxes — Storage  Vaults  for  Trunks — Foreign  Drafts 
Issued — Traveler’s  Checks — Fire  Insurance — Real  Estate 
Loans— Bonds  and  Mortgages  for  Sale 


DR.  J.  P.  O’CONNELL 


Dentist 


Deerfield 
Wed.  &  Sat. 
Phone  218R 


Shermerville 
Phone  235M 


M.  A.  FRANTZ 

Plumbing,  Heating  &  Painting 

Hardware,  Paint  and 
Farm  Implements 

Pipeless  Furnaces  My  Specialty 

Phone  204J  Deerfield,  Ill. 


ICE  CREAM  PARLOR 
CIGARS-  TOBACCO-  CIGARETTES 

GEO.  HERRMANN 

Delicious  Candies 
Soft  Drinks 

Phone  228  Deerfield 
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JENSEN’S 
Quality  Footwear 

Anderson  Building 

Phone  709 
Lake  Forest 


Alex.  Rafferty 
Phone  147 


Office 

1103 
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T.  S.  Duffy 
Phone  638 


HIGHLAND  PARK  TRANSFER  CO. 

39  St.  Johns  Avenue 
520  West  Central  Avenue 

Furniture  and  Pianos  Moved,  Packed  and  Shipped 
Freight  and  Baggage,  Transfer  and  Storage 


New  and  Second  Hand  Furniture  For  Sale 


ATHLETIC  GOODS 
HARDWARE 
and 

HOUSEWARE 


Established  1874 

D.  C.  PURDY  &  SONS 

Incorporated 

Central  Ave.  &  Sheridan  Rd. 


ALBERT  LARSON 
Stationer 

SCHOOL  AND  OFFICE  SUPPLIES 
CRANE'S  CORRESPONDENCE 
STATIONERY  OUR  SPECIALTY 


EARL  W.  GSELL 
Pharmacist 

Phone  23 


Exterior  Painting 
Interior  Painting  and  Decorating 


HIGHLAND  PARK 
DECORATING  CO. 


Wm.  Witten,  Prop. 


Fancy  Fruits 


Fresh  Vegetables 


H.  T.  BAKKE 
Pure  Food  Products 
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Phones  624  and  1136 
360  Central  Ave.,  Highland  Park 


Telephone  H.  P.  460 
14  N.  Sheridan  Road 
Highland  Park 


Barnard — “Charlie,  how  many  studies  are  you  carrying?”. 

Stewart — “I’m  taking  four,  carrying  one  and  dragging  three.” 

If  sleep  produces  growth  and  strength,  how  tall  and  strong  should  Hank  \\  att 
be  at  the  end  of  his  high  school  career? 

M.  Parkins — “What  do  you  suppose  that  dog  is  following  me  for?” 

A.  Winston — “My  idea  is,  he  takes  you  for  a  bone.” 

FRONT  PORCH  ARITHMETIC 

He  was  trying  to  teach  her  ’rithmetic, 

He  thought  it  was  his  mission, 

He  kissed  her  once, 

He  kissed  her  twice, 

He  said,  “Now,  that’s  addition.” 

Then  there  followed  smack  by  smack, 

In  silent  satisfaction, 

Timidly  she  gave  one  back, 

And  said,  “Now,  that’s  subtraction.” 

Then  he  kissed  her  and  she  kissed  him, 

Without  an  explanation, 

Then  both  together  hugged  and  said: 

“That’s  multiplication.” 

But  Dad  appeared  upon  the  scene, 

And  with  his  great  decision, 

He  kicked  him  miles  away  and  said: 

“That’s  long  division.” 

A  SENIOR’S  LEGACY. 

To  whom  it  may  concern:  I  cheerfully  recommend  my  old  girl  to  any  under¬ 
graduate  young  man  wanting  a  suitable  dating  companion  for  next  year. 

She  is  a  good  dancer,  physically  and  morally. 

She  is  a  good  looker. 

She  isn’t  too  good. 

She  is  a  good  listener. 

She  is  an  excellent  pedestrian,  in  fact,  she  will  always  say  that  she  likes  to  walk, 
although  she  is  not  prejudiced  against  a  car. 

She  is  a  fairly  light  eater  except  on  Sunday.  It  is  advisable  to  eat  table  d’hote 
on  Sunday. 

She  is  a  woman  of  deep  emotions  whom  only  you  will  be  able  to  thrill. 

She  has,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  absolutely  no  ideas  of  her  own  on  any 
subject,  except  you. 

My  sole  and  simple  reason  for  quitting  her  is  that  I  am  leaving  school.  Treat 
her  right.  She  likes  to  be  treated. 

VIRGINIA 

O  maiden,  maiden,  wonder  I 

Why  dost  thou  smile  when  passed  by? 

Art  not  thy  lot  the  fairer  be, 

To  smile  at  such  a  thing  as  me? 

Angels  to  the  glory  of  heaven, 

So  thou  art  to  all  men. 

As  a  flower  bright’ns  the  summer  sky, 

So  brightens  thou  the  air  when  thou  goeth  by. 

O  gentle  creature,  thou  art  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

Thou  art  the  smiler  of  mankind. 

Clarence  Carlson 
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P  r  i  n  t  i  n  g 

of  Character  and  Dignity 


THE  LAKE  FORESTER 
AND 

THE  HIGHLAND  PARK  PRESS 

Printers — Publishers— Engravers 


Telephone  Highland  Park  275 

JAMES  MITCHELL 

DR.  C.  C.  CHADWICK 

Watches,  Jewelry 

Dentist 

Optical  Goods 
and 

D.  S.  H.  S.  Jewelry 

Highland  Park  State  Bank  Bldg. 

Hours  9  to  12  M.  1  to  6  P.  M. 

Highland  Park,  Illinois 

Lake  Forest,  Illinois 

GROCERIES  CANDIES 

Phone  Highland  Park  315 

C.  W.  CALKINS 

DR.  C.  V.  NICHOLS 

Lake  Forest 

Illinois 

Dentist 

MEATS  TOBACCO 

Sheridan  Building 

Highland  Park,  Illinois 
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R.  C&  V.  KNIGHT 

THE  ONLY  SIX  CYLINDER  KNIGHT  IN  AMERICA 


Velie — “Blood  will  tell”.  Look  up  Velie 
records — Ask  Velie  owners.  Judge  for 
yourself. 

D.  R.  Banister  CSk  Co. 


Lake  County  Distributors 


Phone  290 


Lake  Forest 


PHONE  34 

HIGHLAND  PARK  ICE  COMPANY 

(Xot  Incorporated) 

NATURAL  AND  MANUFACTURED  ICE 


237  North  St.  Johns  Avenue 
Highland  Park,  Illinois 


E.  A.  Petersen 


Dodge  Service  Station 


DEER  PATH  GARAGE 

Lake  Forest,  Illinois 
Phone  80 


J.  P.  Caspersen 


Vista  Battery  Service  Station 


Satisfaction  Guaranteed  on  all  Automotive 
Electrical  Repairs,  Starters,  Armatures  and  Magnetos 


u  o 


SERVICE” 


121 


All  girls  love  their  brothers, 

But  I,  so  good  have  grown, 

That  I  love  other’s  brothers 
Much  better  than  my  own. 

M  iss  Slattery — “What  is  a  coat  of  mail?” 

Wise  Spellman — “I  know.” 

Miss  Slattery — “Tell  me  Vincent.” 

Spellman — “It’s  a  knight  shirt.” 

Arnold — “  Did  you  hear  about  the  two  girls  who  took  a  tramp  thru  the  Catskills 
last  summer.” 

Albert — “No,  what  about  it.” 

Arnold — -“Nothing,  only  I’d  like  to  have  been  the  tramp.” 

IN  THE  DEAD  OF  WINTER 
“Why  don’t  you  say  something,  Abie?” 

“Think  I  want  to  freeze  my  hands  off?” 

WITH  APOLOGIES  TO  MISS  GRISWOLD. 

She  bent  over  him  and  gazed  longingly  into  his  one  eye.  “  Je  t’adore,”  she 
murmured,  every  syllable  a  caress.  He  looked  up  at  her  and  answered  gruffly, 
“Aw  go  shut  it  yourself.” 

Bo — “What’s  your  idea  of  clean  sport?” 

Jack — “  Swimming.  ” 

Is  it  swearing  that  makes  the  golf  course,  (coarse)? 

Virginia  Newcomb — “Who  is  that?” 

Lois  Goff — “That  is  our  pole  valter.” 

Virginia  Newcomb — “Does  he  speak  English.” 

Little  Vincent  (learning  to  play  the  saxophone.) — “I’m  so  discouraged!  I 
blow  into  this  thing  so  sweet  and  a  horrible  sound  comes  out.” 

Sandwick — “Lend  me  two  dollars,  I’ll  be  eternally  indebted  to  you.” 

Mason — “Yes,  I’m  afraid  so.” 

Mabel  Holland— “I  wish  I  could  improve  my  dancing.” 

Rockwell — “The  feeling  is  mutual.” 

The  Barber — “How  would  you  like  to  have  your  hair  cut,  my  little  man?” 
“Squirt”  Proctor — “Just  like  my  dad,  with  a  round  hole  on  top.” 

Elizabeth  Alorrison — “When  I  was  coming  home  last  night,  I  saw  a  man 
skulking  in  the  shadows.  Oh,  how  I  ran.” 

Marnie  Parkins — “And  couldn’t  you  catch  him.” 

Winters — “They  tell  me  your  complexion  is  all  made  up.” 

Blanche  Jacobs — “That’s  false.” 

Winters — “Tliats  what  they  meant.” 

Upon  Mr.  Slocum’s  arrival  at  Deerfield. 

Aliss  Morgan — “Deliveries  go  in  the  office,  young  man.” 

Jimmy  Sandwick — “What  are  you  stopping  the  car  for,  papa?” 

Mr.  Sandwick — “The  roadbook  says  to  turn  north  and  follow  the  trolley, 
and  now  we’ll  have  to  wait  until  one  comes  along.” 
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Stop — Look — Listen 

WILLYS-KNIGHT 

THE  NORTH  SHORE 

OVERLAND 

BARBER  SHOP 

AUTOMOBILES 

Full  Electrical  Equipment 

Children’s  Work  A  Specialty 

Highest  Class  Work  Guaranteed 

Second  Street  and  Central  Avenue 

Lencioni  Building 

FRANCIS  L.  WOOLLEY 

Anton  Frauenhoffer 

Proprietor 

Phone  237  358  Central  Ave. 

The  Highland  Park  Fuel  Co. 

Herman  Denzel,  President 
102  North  First  Street 
Phone  335 


COAL,  COKE  and  WOOD 
STONE,  GRAVEL,  CEMENT,  LIME 
SEWER  PIPE  and  other  BUILDING  MATERIAL 


BLUE  TRIANGLE 
CAFETERIA 

ALFRED  R.  EZMIZ 

Barber 

HOME  COOKED  MEALS 

The  Best  Place  to  Get 
a  Shave  and  Haircut 

Central  Ave.  and  Green  Bay  Rd. 

507  Central  Avenue 

Highland  Park,  Ill. 

Highland  Park,  Illinois 
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FOUR  LARGE  FLOORS 
300  PEOPLE  ^ 


Q.U  A  l.ITT  ENGRAVINGS 


and  prompt  deliver)/^ have  huilt  for  us  one 
of  the  largest  engraving  and  art  establishments 
in  the  country-.  Courtesy  co-operation  and 
personal  interest  in  our  customers  are  additional 
inducements  we  offer  in  return  for  your  business. 


JTAHN  So  OLLIER  ENGRAVING  CO. 

H4  WEST  ADAMS  STREET,  CHICAGO,  ILLINOIS 
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Doris  Oliver — “I  think  she  looks  like  Helen  Gray.” 

Winters — “She  looks  worse  in  black.” 

Tom  Mann — “Isn’t  the  floor  wonderful?” 

Alice  Knox — “Not  particularly,  those  are  my  feet  you  are  dancing  on.” 

Miss  Byrn  (after  skating  party) — “Well,  Elsie,  how  did  it  all  happen.” 

Sutton  Laing,  came  home  one  night  after  being  fired  for  the  third  time  in  as 
many  weeks. 

Hilda — “I  thought  you  could  hold  a  job.” 

Sutton — “You  made  the  same  mistake  I  did.” 

We’ll  bet  Air.  Pertz  never  heard  a  hair-raising  ghost  story. 

Kauffman  and  Louer — “We  want  two  girls  for  the  dance  and  we  want  ’em  bad.  ” 

First  day  after  vacation — 

Freshman — “The  teachers  won’t  expect  us  to  know  our  lesson  today,  will  they?’  ’ 
Sophomore — “Oh,  no,  they  don’t  expect  that  at  any  time.” 

M  iss  Dennison — “Aliss  Brand,  give  the  definition  for  density.” 

Salome — in  a  whisper — “I  can’t.” 

Aliss  Dennison— “I’m  beginning  to  think  you  people  are  walking  examples.” 

“Where  are  you  going,  Alice?”  asked  Ruth. 

Alice — “I’m  going  to  write  my  oral  quiz.” 

Aliss  Byrn  (in  hygiene) — “What  is  the  cranium?” 

Edna  Kelley — “Why,  it’s  an  empty  box-shaped  thing,  set  on  the  shoulders.” 

Senior — “Do  you  like  pop-corn  balls?” 

Fresh — “I  don’t  know,  I  never  attended  one.” 

Mrs.  Falley — “Are  you  feeling  ill?  Let  me  see  your  tongue.” 

Alice  Scarfe — “It’s  no  use,  Airs.  Falley.  No  tongue  can  tell  just  how  I  feel.” 

Heard  in  Deerfield  lunch  room: 

Sophomore — “Why  do  you  persist  in  eating  with  your  knife?” 

Freshman— “ Because  my  fork  leaks.” 

Elise  Lauridsen — “There  you  are  again  borrowing  my  handkerchiefs.  If  you 
wait  till  your  birthday,  I’ll  buy  you  some.” 

Margaret  Arnswald — “Yes,  but  I  might  want  to  blow  my  nose  in  the  meantime.” 

EXTRACTS  FROAI  DOC’S  SERAIONS. 

1.  Woe  unto  the  girl  who  standeth  continually  in  the  halls  of  this  school 
conversing  with  a  man — for  she  shall  not  find  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  faculty. 

2.  Woe  unto  the  maiden  who  weareth  her  dresses  too  short,  for  she  shall  be 
made  to  lengthen  them. 

3.  Woe  unto  the  maiden  who  rubbeth  the  rouge  onto  the  man’s  face  in  the 
frivolous  dance — for  she  is  liable  to  be  ejected  from  the  gymnasium. 

4.  Woe  unto  the  girl  who  weareth  high  heels  to  classes,  for  she  shall  be  sent 
home  to  change  them. 

5.  Woe  unto  him  who  in  pride,  sayeth:  “I  have  an  ‘E’  coming”  for  verily, 
he  must  eat  his  words. 

6.  Woe  unto  the  girl  who  frittereth  her  time  away  in  Chemistry,  for  she  shall 
repeat  her  work. 
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Telephone  65 


Elm  Place  and  First  Street 


FRANK  SILJESTROM 

ICE  AND  COAL 

Highland  Park 


Artificial  Ice 


Scranton  and  Pittston  Coal 


Go  To 

You  Want  Quality 

We  Always  Have  It 

TIPTON  S  HOME 

RESTAURANT 

FEDERAL  SYSTEM 

QUALITY,  QUANTITY,  SERVICE 

OF  BAKERIES 

HOME-MADE  PASTRY 

192  St.  Johns  Ave. 

509  Central  Avenue 

Opposite  Post  Office 

Phene  118 

GEORGE  CUCCHIARA 

BARBER  SHOP  AND  FOOL  ROOM 
CIGARS 

HATS  CLEANED  AND  BLOCKED 


516  West  Central  Avenue 


Highland  Park,  Illinois 


PEARL  THEATRE 

20  First  Street 
Highland  Park 


Where  You  Always  See  the  Best  Pictures 


We  would  like  to  have  you  as  one  of  our  patrons;  send  in  your  name  for  our  weekly  program 


Beula  Stafford — “Do  you  think  that  money  ought  to  be  trusted  to  the  mails?” 
Mr.  Slocum — “Yes,  much  more  than  to  the  females.” 

Miss  Hessler— “The  undercrust  of  that  pie  you  baked  was  tough.” 

Mrs.  Schrubnell — “Oh,  there  wasn’t  any  undercrust — that  was  a  paper  pie 
plate.  ” 

“The  censors  took  the  census  of  the  Roman  people.”  Mr.  Slocum  in  Ancient 
History. 

John  Winters — “What  if  they  didn’t  have  any  senses.” 

Frisbie — “I  call  my  dairywoman  “Pharaoh’s  daughter.” 

Carrington — “How  come?” 

Frisbie — “Well,  you  see  Pharaoh’s  daughter  was  the  one  who  drew  the  prophet 
out  of  the  water.  ” 

Van  Steenderen — “Striking  girl,  isn’t  she.” 

Leon  McDonald — “Yes,  a  wonderful  match.” 

Byron  Schaeffer — “Is  the  report  of  her  great  beauty  true.” 

Karl  Moras — “A  great  deal  of  it  is  made  up.” 

James  M  arshall — -“That  scar  on  your  head  must  be  annoying.” 

Junior  Anderson — “Oh,  it  is  next  to  nothing.” 

Doc  Carlson — “Would  you  like  to  join  us  in  the  new  missionary  movement?” 
Alice  Swanton — “I’m  crazy  to  try  it,  is  it  anything  like  toddling?” 

Mr.  AIcNutt — “Where  did  the  cat  get  such  queer  nails.” 

Ish  Glader — “He  inherited  them  from  his  paw.” 

Byron — “She’s  no  lemon.” 

Rundquist — “No  but  she  is  good  to  the  last  squeeze.” 

Ted  Barr — “That  girl  has  some  mighty  fine  principals.” 

Ted  Watt — “What  do  you  mean?” 

Ted  Barr — “Oh,  she  stands  for  a  whole  lot.” 

Barbara  Tapper — “That  man  Finis  must  have  been  a  great  scholar.” 

V.  Purdy— “Why  so?” 

Barbara — -“Because  his  name  is  in  so  many  books.” 

Air.  Fraser — “Can  you  read  music?” 

Sutton  Laing — “I  can  read  the  words  but  the  notes  stick  me  every  time.” 

AT  SENIOR  PLAY  PRACTICE 

Miss  Slattery— “Why  didn’t  you  come  forth  when  I  gave  you  your  cue. 
“Come  Forth.” 

Sidney  Wadsworth — “I  was  waiting  for  the  other  three  to  go  on  first,  and  how 
could  I  come  fourth  if  I  went  first?” 

The  girl  walked  briskly  into  the  store  and  dropped  a  bag  on  the  counter.  “Give 
me  a  chicken. ” 

“Do  you  want  to  pullet?”  the  storekeeper  asked. 

“No”  replied  the  girl.  “I  want  to  carry  it.” 

Miss  Noyes — “How  would  you  punctuate  the  following  sentence?  Dor¬ 
een  a  charming  girl  walked  down  the  street.” 

Student — “I’d  make  a  dash  after  Doreen.” 
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FREE  TRIAL 

IN  YOUR  HOME 
OHIO 

VACUUM  CLEANER 

The  World’s  Most  Efficient  Cleaner 

The  revolving  brush  picks  up  every  bit  of 
lint.  The  powerful  suction  gets  every  grain 
of  dust. 

EASY  PAYMENTS 
$5.00  down  $5.00  monthly 
Phone  us  for  a  Free  Trial 

H.  W.  HUBER  ELEC.  CO. 

Highland  Park 
Phone  597 


PAUL  BORCHARDT 

COAL,  COKE,  WOOD,  FEED  AND  BUILDING 
MATERIAL— GENERAL  TEAMING 

Telephone  67 

Office  and  Yards 

230  North  St.  Johns  Avenue,  Highland  Park,  Illinois 

131 


General  Machine  Shop 
Storage  &  Maintenance 

A.  G.  McPherson  &  Son 

DODGE  BROTHERS  MOTOR  CARS 

St.  Johns  Avenue,  at  Park  Avenue 
Highland  Park,  Illinois 

Telephones:  120-121-328 


GENTS  FURNISHINGS  MENS  AND  BOYS  SHOES 

CLOTHING 


BEST  MERCHANDISE  FOR  LEAST  MONEY 

S.  FELL 

Phone  307  Highland  Park,  Ill. 


M.  H.  HUSSEY  &  CO. 

MEATS  OF  QUALITY 

Not  Incorporated 

LAKE  FOREST  MARKET 

Dealer  in 

Lumber,  Coal,  Wood,  Coke 

Fish  and  Poultry 

Building  Material,  Feed 

Butter  and  Eggs 

Telephones  888  and  889 

Lake  Forest,  Illinois 

Western  &  Westminster 
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POINTED  PARAGRAPHS 
Ideas  trouble  us  more  than  men.  (Senior  girls) 

There  are  none  so  homely  but  love  a  looking  glass.  (Junior  Girls) 

Greater  men  than  I  have  lived,  but  I  don’t  believe  it.  (Dr.  Newhall) 

They  say  George  Geraghty  calls  his  girl  “Hinges”  because  she  is  something 
to  adore. 

A  blind  man  picked  up  a  hammer  and  saw. 

A  deaf  man  had  a  sheep  and  herd. 

Little  drops  of  water, 

Frozen  on  the  walk, 

Make  the  naughty  adjectives, 

Mixed  in  people’s  talk. 

If  you  eat  onions  don’t  breathe  it  to  a  soul. 

Spaghetti  should  not  be  cooked  too  long — About  ten  inches  is  right. 

Speaking  of  heavy  jobs  we  have  just  noted  the  following  street  sign:  “Help 
the  Salvation  Army  Upstairs.” 

Could  a  lady  barber  who  kissed  a  customer  be  excused  on  the  ground  that  she 
was  in  love  with  her  work? 

You  may  be  witty,  but  the  guy  who  wrote  “Snowbound”  was  Whittier. 

The  front  door  of  the  business  man’s  office  says  “Push”.  The  front  door  of 
a  mayor’s  office  says  “Pull”. 

It’s  the  first  straw  hat  that  shows  which  way  the  wind  blows. 

Girls  are  stupid  by  nature.  (?). 

Stop  a  minute  and  say,  “Hello”, 

As  down  life’s  road  you  go, 

For  a  kindly  word  and  a  cheery  smile 
Will  shorten  the  way  by  many  a  mile, 

For  some  poor  fellow  who’s  moving  slow. 

Stop  a  minute — and  say,  “Hello”. 

Ruth  Allen — -“What  was  Irving  doing  with  his  arms  around  you.” 

Blanche  Bollinger — “Oh,  nothing.” 

Ruth — “I  always  said  he  was  slow.” 

Mary  Sweeney — “I  got  up  bright  and  early  to  come  to  school  this  morning. ” 
Mr.  Slocum — “Perhaps  early,  but  not  bright.” 

Grace  Itrich — “I  was  terribly  shocked  yesterday.” 

Nathalia — “How’s  that?” 

Grace— “The  telephone  wires  were  bare.” 

Hank  Watt — Whence  the  black  eye,  old  thing?” 

Ed.  Baldwin — “Oh,  I  went  to  a  dance  last  night  and  was  struck  by  the  beauty 
of  the  place.” 

Adam  stood  and  watched  his  wife. 

Fall  from  an  apple  tree. 

“Oh,  ha!  At  last  I’ve  found  her  out, 

Eve’s  dropping”,  muttered  he. 

Wally  Mcllwain — “Why  do  you  give  me  the  cold  shoulder  these  days?” 
Paeme — “Why,  not,  Wally,  It’s  your  fault  that  it’s  cold.” 

There  was  a  young  lady  from  Gaum 
Who  said,  “Now  the  sea  is  so  calm, 

I  will  swim  for  a  lark.” 

But  she  met  with  a  shark 
We  will  now  sing  the  99th  psalm. 

“Dizzy”  Jr. 
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DELUXE  THEATRE 
Shows  The 
Latest  Productions 


Westminster  Avenue  Lake  Forest 


Phone  13 

39  S.  St.  Johns  Ave.  Phone  1103 

LAKE  FOREST 
FIREPROOF  STORAGE 

PR  ATT’ S 

The  United  Cigar  Store 

B.  J.  SUMERISKI,  Prop. 

Second-hand  Furniture 

Bought  and  Sold 

Columbia  Graphophones  and 

Records 

Latest  and  Best 

Lake  Forest 

Come  and  see  them  and  hear  them 

HIGH  GRADE  MACHINE  TOOLS 

For  All  Purposes 


Lathes,  Drills,  Millers,  Boring  Mills  (Vertical  and 
Horizontal),  Power  Presses,  Shapers,  Planers, 
Radials,  Grinders,  Sheet  Metal  Machinery, 

Etc.,  Etc. 


COMPLETE  SHOP  EQUIPMENTS 


FEDERAL  MACHINERY  SALES  COMPANY 

12  North  Jefferson  Avenue,  Chicago 
212  Sycamore  Street,  Milwaukee 
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YOU  NEED  NEITHER  TAXI,  STREET  CAR  OR  BUS 


When  You  Travel 

via 

The  Road  of  Service 


Save  Money  Between 

HIGHLAND  PARK  AND  CHICAGO 


North  Shore  Trains  provide  the  most  convenient 
service  between  Highland  Park  and  the  business  district 
of  Chicago. 


SERVICE 

Express  Trains  leave  Highland  Park  at  20  minutes 
and  50  minutes  after  each  hour. 

Limited  Trains  leave  Highland  Park  at  29  minutes 
after  each  hour. 

CHICAGO,  NORTH  SHORE  AND  MILWAUKEE  RAILROAD 

Phone  Highland  Park  1361 


Vey — “Charles  has  been  filing  all  his  old  love  letters.” 

Lucile — “Were  they  as  rough  as  that?” 

Charlie  Stewart — “Who  was  Diana?” 

Miss  Noyes — “She  was  the  goddess  of  the  chase.” 

Charlie— “I  suppose  thats  why  she  always  had  her  picture  taken  in  a  track 
suit.  ” 

Miss  Chester,  (telling  the  story  of  how  Orpheus  descended  into  the  lower 
regions  to  get  Eurydice,  his  wife).  “You  understand  the  allusion,  of  course, 
Orpheus  went  to  Hades  to  find  out  where  in  hell  his  wife  was.” 

Nellie  Brown — “How  do  you  know  he  was  following  you.” 

Nellie  Hunter — “Because  he  kept  looking  around  to  see  if  I  was  coming.” 

Proctor  (mournfully)— “  I’ve  lost  my  grip.” 

Winters  (solicitously) — “Did  it  have  liquor  in  it?” 

Mother — “Will  you  be  quiet  for  a  bit?” 

Peter — “I’ll  do  it  for  two  bits.” 

Mr.  McNutt — “Where  do  all  the  bugs  go  in  the  winter?” 

Byron — “Search  me.” 

Policeman — “Here  you  can’t  stop  that  car  here.” 

Karl  Moras — “You  don’t  know  this  car.” 

“Have  you  a  Charles  Dickens  in  your  home?”  asked  the  polite  book  agent. 

“No”,  she  snapped.  “Or  a  Robert  Louis  Stevenson?”  “No!”  “Or  a 
Eugene  Field?”  “No;  we  ain’t,  and  what’s  more,  we  don’t  run  a  boarding-house 
here  either.  If  you  are  looking  for  them  fellows  you  might  try  the  house  across 
the  road.”  exchange. 

Jinks  met  Jenks  for  the  first  time  in  years.  After  falling  on  each  other’s  necks 
and  chorusing  the  usual,  “Howzzaboys?”  he  inquired  with  a  show  of  interest. 
“Is  Mrs.  Jenks  standing  the  heat?”  Jenks  regarded  him  suspiciously.  “How’d 
you  know  she  was  dead?”  he  demanded. 

Keough — “I’m  a  self  made  man.  When  I  was  born  I  didn’t  have  a  nickle  in 
my  pocket.” 

Irving  C — “That’s  nothing.  When  I  was  born  I  didn’t  have  a  pocket  to  put 
a  nickel  in.” 

McDonald — The  idea  of  letting  your  sister  go  about  telling  the  neighbors 
that  she  made  a  man  out  of  you.  You  don’t  hear  my  sister  saying  that.” 

Van  Steederen — “No,  but  I  heard  her  telling  my  sister  that  she  had  done  the  . 
best  she  could.” 

Air.  Bolle — “What  is  the  highest  building  in  Chicago?” 

Herbert  Baker — “The  library.” 

Air.  Bolle— “Why  so?” 

Herbert — “Because  it  has  15,000  stories.” 

Air.  Slocum — “What  was  Penn’s  first  name?” 

John  Cole — “Fountain,  I  guess.” 

Captain,  (to  Pat) — “Pat,  what  branch  of  the  service  would  you  like  to  be  in; 
the  infantry  and  walk,  cavalry  and  ride,  or  aviation  and  fly?” 

Pat — “If  it’s  all  the  same  to  you  sir,  I’ll  take  the  coast  artillery  and  coast.” 
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Phone  379 

A.  W.  ZENGELER 

CLEANER  AND  DYER 


Lake  Forest,  Illinois 


MEYER’S 

Dry  Goods 

HEATING  AND  PLUMBING 

A  Shop  for 

J.  E.  FITZGERALD 

Women’s  and  Children's 

Furnishings 

Lake  Forest’s 

Only  Exclusive  Dry  Goods 

Lake  Forest 

Store 

Phone  86 

LAKE  FOREST  TRUST  AND  SAVINGS  BANK 
‘‘The  Busy  Bank  on  the  Corner” 

WILL  WELCOME  YOUR  BUSINESS 
Phone  Lake  Forest  1000 


THE  QUALITY  TIRE 

Eat  at  the 

COMPANY 

DEERPATH  RESTAURANT 

Market  Square 

Tables  for  Ladies 

Lake  Forest,  Ill. 

EDWIN  BURGESS,  Prop. 

Phone  680 

Phone  23 

Robert  Scholz,  Prop. 

Lake  Forest,  Illinois 
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NORTH  SHORE  TRUST  COMPANY 

(A  State  Bank) 

Sheridan  Road  and  Central  Avenue 


Capital  and  Surplus  $150,000 


A.  W .  Vercoe 
Fresident 


Ira  J.  Geer 
Vice-President 


E.  J.  Grundy 
Cashier 


PATRONIZE 

The  Community  Shop 

in  all  its  departments:  Handwork,  Thrift  and  Bakery 


We  contribute  to  the  following  charities: 

Highland  Park  Community  Center 
Highland  Park  Y.  W.  C.A. 

Highland  Park  Hospital 

Girls’  Patriotic  League  of  Highwood 

Arden  Shore. 

The  Chicago  Lighthouse. 

Service  League  (Chicago) 

Permanent  Blind  War  Fund  for  a  Hut  in  France  for  a 
Blinded  Soldier  and  his  family. 

Special  Gift  to  the  P.  B.  W.  F. 

Highland  Park  Visiting  Nurse  Association 
Highland  Park  Young  Men’s  Club 
The  Chicago  Shut  Ins. 

Contributions  of  Clothing,  Furniture,  Books,  etc.,  will  be  gladly 
received  by  the  Thrift  Department. 


141 


Just  before  the  Prom,  Proctor— “  Shave  down  please.” 

Barber — “That’s  all  there  is  to  shave.” 

“Patty  Spellman”,  said  Virginia,  “is  the  most  perfect  conversationalist  I  ever 
knew.  ” 

“I  hardly  know  him”,  said  Barbara.  “What  does  he  talk  about?” 

“Nothing.  He  just  sits  still  and  listens.” 

“Did  Proctor  get  that  job  he  was  after?” 

“No.” 

“Why,  I  thought  he  told  them  he  could  demonstrate  anything  and  sell  it.” 

“He  did,  but  that  firm  was  manufacturing  bath-tubs.” 

SOME  OF  SLOCUM’S  WIT 

“  J.  Baker  wishes  to  announce  he  will  make  up  capes,  jackets,  etc.,  for  ladies 
out  of  their  own  skins.” 

“Respectable  widow  wants  washing.” 

“Bulldog  for  sale.  Will  eat  anything.  Very  fond  of  children.” 

“Boy  wanted  who  can  open  oysters  with  references.” 

Doctor’s  prescription  to  woman — “Take  a  tramp  in  the  woods  for  two  hours 
daily.  ” 

Fearful  Accident — -“Woman  hit  by  auto  in  the  safety  zone.” 

Just  before  his  service  in  a  Wilmette  Church,  the  minister  was  called  into  the 
vestibule  by  a  young  couple  who  called  themselves  Charlie  and  Vey.  They  wanted 
to  be  married  right  away,  but  the  minister  was  late  then,  so  he  asked  them  to  wait 
until  after  the  service,  when  he  would  be  glad  to  accommodate  them.  Accordingly, 
just  after  the  benediction,  he  announced:  “Will  those  who  wish  to  be  married 
today,  please  come  forward?”  Thirteen  women  and  one  man  stepped  forward. 

Whitie — “Ain’t  nature  wonderful?” 

Moses— “Why?” 

Whitie — “She  gives  us  our  own  faces,  but  we  can  pick  our  own  teeth.” 

Mi  ss  Rhodus,  in  fifth  period  hall,  to  Air.  Bolle  upon  his  second  day  at  school, 
“You  may  take  this  seat  in  front.” 

Miss  Alunson,  (translating  shorthand)— “We  regret  to  learn  that  you  passed 
the  examination.” 

We’ll  admit  that  Karl  Aloras  is  no  Edison,  but  he  sure  has  been  able  in  his  day 
to  invent  some  good  excuses.” 

To  Air.  Larson: 

Our  janitor,  we  pity  him 
As  all  good  people  must; 

For  every  morn  the  poor  old  man 
Again  returns  to  dust. 

Air.  McNutt — “What  fish  has  its  eyes  closest  together?” 

Jaeger,  the  younger — “The  smallest.” 

Afiss  Slattery — “  In  this  play  the  chief  character  of  interest  was  forced  to  marry 
Sir  Thomas  Hoarhound.” 

C.  Steele — “I’ll  bet  he  was  a  candy  kid.” 

Marion  Smith — “Thedentisttold  me  I  had  a  large  cavity  that  needed  filling.” 

Air.  Sandwick — “Did  he  recommend  any  special  kind  of  study?” 

Mr.  Slocum — “When  was  Lincoln  born?” 

“Porky”  Glader — “I  dont  know.  I  wasn’t  here  that  day.” 
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In  editing  the  1921  “Deerfield”  we  have  taken  for  our  watch¬ 
word  “progress”.  We  believe  that  no  annual  is  justified  unless 
it  it  some  improvement  over  its  predecessors.  In  years  gone  by  the 
annual  has  featured  only  a  select  few;  this  year  we  have  tried  to 
feature  everyone,  and  thus  make  it  a  treasured  possession  to  all.  We 
have  aimed,  not  only  to  make  the  “Deerfield”  a  bond  between  the 
school  and  those  who  leave  it,  but  also  to  have  it  feed  the  flames  of 
school  spirit  and  patriotism. 
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